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PREFACE. 



The Author is aware that he may appear pre- 
sumptuous in offering this collection of Poems to the 
public. 

He knows that with respect to poetry above all 
things, criticism is unrelenting, and taste peculiarly 
fastidious ; and, therefore, he would be bold indeed, 
if he ventured to anticipate any great success, or even 
to hope that he should escape from censure. 

Some friends, perhaps too partial in their judg- 
ments, who have read his poems while in manuscript, 
have been kind enough to speak of them in favourable 
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terms, and this circumstance has induced him to give 
them publicity, in the hope that beyond the circle of 
his immediate acquaintances there may be some few 
who will find pleasure in perusing them. 

With such a result, which is all that he anticipates, 
his utmost wishes will be gratified. 

The Albany, 

November, 1848. 
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THE SWIMMER. 



Gott helf dir, braver Sehwimmer. 

Schillb r. — fPUhehn TelL 

He waits not— looks not— leapt into the wave, 
Strives through the surge. 

Bteoh.— IU Corxrin 



Down from the tall rock's craggy brow, 

Many a fathom deep, 
Into the watery realms below, 

Where the sea-nymphs vigils keep, 

He is gone, without a thought of harm, 

Snatching a reckless joy, 
With sturdy manhood's sinewy arm, 

And the heart of a fearless boy. 

B 
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THE SWIMMER. 



Glittering gem as a prize he '11 bear, 

Or a beauteous coral steal, 
Or a golden lock from the Naiads fair 

That the ocean-depths conceal. 

Taught from his birth alone to brave 

The fears of the vasty deep, 
Or high on the lap of a sullen wave 

like a cradled child to sleep. 

Oh 1 there is an ever new delight, 
Where the swimmer loves to roam, 

'Mid the rolling surge and the breakers white 
Of the sea-bird's billowy home ; 

And his spirit swells, and his heart expands, 

As in thought he travels far 
O'er the broad expanse of the azure lands, 

To the grave of the falling star. 
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But see ! with the glance of an eagle's eye, 
That swimmer bold looks back — 

He hath caught a long and a frantic cry, 
And a shriek on his lonely track. 

Little he recks if aid be near, 
Or whether his strength be spent ; 

For what should a sturdy swimmer fear 
In his own wild element ? 

And he breasts the surge of the rising storm 
With a sinewy stroke and strain, 

And he wins the spot where a helpless form 
Is toss'd on the angry main. 

He wins the spot, — but a jealous wave 

Hath carried his prize away ; 
And it mocks the toil of the swimmer brave, 

As it closes o'er its prey. 

b2 
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THE SWIMMER. 



It ipocks, — but it hath not foil'd his skill, 
For he dives in the rolling flood, 

Baffled awhile, yet eager still, 
Like a hound on the track of blood. 

And suddenly shouts of wild delight 

In a mingling tumult rise, 
For the swimmer is seen on a breaker white, 

And he bears aloft his prize ; 

And his sinewy muscles throb with joy, 

And bright is his manly brow ; 
To a mother he brings her only boy, 

And the swimmer triumphs now. 

Oh ! there is an ever new delight, 
Where the swimmer loves to roam, 

'Mid the rolling surge and the breakers white 
Of the sea-bird's billowy home ; 
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And there is a bliss more keen and wild, 

And a joy more truly sweet, 
When the swimmer hath laid a rescued child 

At a grateful mother's feet. 
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LOVE. 

A FRAGMENT. 



Amor, die al car gemil ratto s' apprende. 

Dante. 

Amour, supreme puissance du occur, 
mysterieux enthousiasme qui renferme 
en lui-meme la poesie, l'heroiame et la 
religion. Oobinvh. 

O sarte Sehnsucht, susses Hoffen, 
Der enten Liebe goldne Zeit, 
Dm Auge aieht den Rimmel offen, 
Ei Khwelgt das Hen in Seligkeit : 
O, dass sie ewig grunen bliebe, 
Die schone Zeit der jungen Liebe ! 

Schiller. 



Softly to breathe, from lips sincere, 
Love's transports to the list'ning ear 
Of one whose bosom's gentle tone 
So harmonizes with our own, 
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That every feeling, every prayer 
Would find its own sweet echo there ; 
To read in looks the thoughts refin'd 
Of a serene, unsullied mind ; 
To dream that from the child of clay 
All earthliness has pass'd away, 
And that we hold communion here 
With beings of a holier sphere ; — 
There 's light, and life, and joy in this, 
And foretaste of immortal bliss ; 
Of bliss, which souls may deeply feel, 
But human language ne'er reveal. 

Oh ! Love, how wonderful thou art ! 
Thou fallest on the human heart 
like dew upon the op'ning rose, 
Bidding it all its sweets disclose. 
Thou dwell'st not in the vulgar clay 
Where Passion holds tempestuous sway, 
While deeds that shun the light proclaim 
The despot's pow'r, the victim's shame ; 
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But when, to win the prize decreed 
To high resolve and glorious deed, 
Young manhood strives for loftiest ends, 
And Beauty smiles where Heav'n commends ; 
Then, wing'd with more than lightning's pow'r, 
And bright with smiles of triumph's hour, 
On noblest hearts, and mightiest men, 
Thy spirit falls — but not till then. 
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AMBITION. 

A FRAGMENT. 



It is not hard to rise 
To brilliant destinies, 

If men will hang upon the breath of Power ; 
Will catch from it a tone 
And leaning not their own, 

Tame creatures of another's prosperous hour. 

To win Ambition's goal 
With pure, unbarter'd soul 

And that free strength which loftiest hearts desire, — 
Methinks 'twere easier far 
To o'ertake the falling star, 

Or steal from wakeful Heav'n Promethean fire. 

b3 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 



Freandlich gl&nst an stiller Quelle, 

Wie des Mondes Silberlicht, 
Eine Blume, zart and helle, — 

O verkenn' diess Blumchen nicht. 

Muohlbb. 



Stat, Gale of the Ocean ! whither 
Wouldst thou on thy light wings flee ? 

O come but a moment hither, 
A boon would I ask of thee ; 

For long hast thou been reposing 
In lands of the spreading palm, 
And coni'st o'er the sea, disclosing 

esh sweets from their groves of balm. 
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'Tis soft as a dulcet measure, 
The tale which thou lov'st to bring, 

And speaks of a hidden treasure, 
Concealed 'neath thy viewless wing. 

Then, Gale of the Ocean, whither 
Wouldst thou on thy light wings flee ? 

Come, waft, with its sweet tones, hither 
The voice of my love to me. 

Thy love, when I left, was lying 

'Neath the shade of a spreading tree, 

And I heard her at even sighing ; — 
A sigh dost thou bring for me ? 

No ; lovers were round her, wooing 
With gifts which the rich ones shower, 

And maidens were o'er her strewing 
The sweets of an Eastern bower. 
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'Tis sad and beyond believing 
The tale which thou bring'st to me ; 

Hath a young heart prov'd deceiving ? 
— And what said the maid to thee ? 

• 

She told me of waters flowing 

All fresh from their honied springs, 

Of flowers in her garden growing, 
Of birds with their painted wings. 

'Tis sad and beyond believing 

The tale which thou bring'st to me ; 

Hath a young heart prov'd deceiving ? 
— And said she no more to thee ? 

She rose, when T shook at parting 
The leaves of that spreading tree, 

As if from a day-dream starting, 
And softly she calTd to me ; 
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Then paus'd but a moment, stooping 
To the source of a limpid spring, 

And pluck'd from its edge, all drooping, 
A flower, which she bade me bring ; 

And, " Onward," she cried, "nor linger 
In field nor in bower for rest ; 

But drop, from thy gentle finger, 
This flower on my true love's breast. 

" Bruise not its stalk so slender, 
And soil not its azure hue :" 

And I come o'er the seas to tender 
This gift from thy love so true. 

'Tis soft as a dulcet measure, 

The tale which thou lov'st to bring, 

And speaks of a hidden treasure, 
Conceal'd 'neath thy viewless wing. 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 



To my spirit a balm is given, 
And, fresh from their inmost cell, 

Shall fall on that flow'r at even 
The dews of the soul — farewell ! 



Digitized by Google 



GENIUS. 



Oh I qui peindra jamais cet ennui devorant, 

Ges extases d'espoir, ees fureurs solitaires, 

D'un grand homme ignore qui lni seal se easnptend, 

Foa sublime insnlte par des sages vnlgairea ? 

C. Dkayiqvb. 

Pourtuls ta sublime carriere, 
Founuis : le mepris du vulgaire 
Est l'apanage dee grands costus. 

Laxaxtivb. 

All the high music of thy spirit here 
Breath'd but the language of another sphere, 
Unechoed round. 

Mas. Hemans. 



Alone, alone, alone, 

Yet not in the grove or glen, 
But alone, alone, alone, 

'Mid the crowded haunts of men ; 



Offering thoughtful years 
For a late, sepulchral fame, 

While the torch of life burns on 
With a self-consuming flame : 
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Calling his fellow-men. 

With the eager voice of youth, 
From the gloom of error's ways 

To the sunlit paths of truth ; 

Sorrowing, with the cares 
Of a deep, unwavering zeal, 

For the eyes that will not see, 
And the hearts that cannot feel : 

Oh ! thus, on a thorny track, 

By the fire of love divine 
Is the child of Genius led 

To his rest in Glory's shrine ! 

He hath hope in his lonely heart, 
And he bears on his furrow'd brow 

The light of the living truths 

Which the world receives not now ; 
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Toiling early and late, 

With a slow and wasting toil, 
By the beams of the rising sun, 

By the glare of the midnight oil ; 

Alone, alone, alone, 

Yet not in the grove or glen, 
But alone, alone, alone, 

'Mid the barren hearts of men. 



LOVE'S HOPE. 



. • all mein Sehnen in die Weite, 
Was war es, als ein Streben nor nach Each ? 

• * * • 
Koch sacht' ich einslg anf dem weg des Ruhina, 
Und all mein Ehrgeis war nor meine Ltebe. 
Konnt Ihr mit mir Each in dies sdlle Thai 
Einachlieaaen and der Erde Glanientaagen, 

O dann iat meinea StrebenaZiel gefunden ; 

• * • • 
Kein flvehtigea Verlangen hab* ich mehr 
Hinaua so aenden in dea Lebena Weiten— 

SCHILLKS. 



Could8t thou love me, couldst thou love me, if 



As thou lov'st me in life's freshness, couldst thou 



Couldst thou greet me, if the sable hand of Care 



With the same soft words of tenderness with which 
you greet me now ? 



my youth had pass'd away ? 




were on my brow, 
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If misfortune's clouds should darken on the sky now 

bright and clear, 
If a cruel blight should wither all the blossoms of 

the year, 

Couldst thou wear those looks of cheerfulness, those 

smiles without alloy, 
That play around thy features now, and fill my heart 

with joy ? 

In those glances of affection, in that brightly beaming 
eye, 

My fond spirit reads, or seems to read, Love's 

eloquent reply : 
" If the bloom of youth were faded, if the light of joy 

were past, 

As I love thee in life's morning, I would love thee 
to the last." 

There is fervour in thy language, there is truth upon 
thy brow, 

There is innocence in all thy looks — I cannot doubt 
thee now ; 
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Thou hast fill'd the aching void, my heart responds to 
thine alone ; 

Bright fulfilment of my early dreams, I claim thee 
for my own. 
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LOVE'S SORROW. 



Es rinnet der Thranen 

Vergeblicher Lauf ; 
Die Klage, sie wecket 

Die Todten nicht auf. 

Schiller. 



In this lone bower at even 

'Twas joy to meet, 
When stars were bright in heaven, 

And flow'rs were sweet : 
The stars are brightly shining, 

As they did shine of yore ; 
The bower its wreaths is twining ; 

Why comes my love no more ? 
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Yet fondly still I linger 

In this lone bow'r, 
And pluck, with gentle finger, 

Some op'ning flow'r ; 
For all that round me groweth 

Was water'd by her hand, 
And in sweet blossoms showeth 

The hues of fairy land. 

And when those blossoms wither, 

like all things fair, 
Their falling leaves I gather, 

With tender care : 
like them, my hopes once flourished — 

like them, no longer bloom — 
By her they both were nourish'd — 

I strew them o'er her tomb. 
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Theae, aa they change, Almighty Father I theae 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 
la full of Thee. Forth in the pleating Spring 
Thy beauty walks. THOM80H. 

Frfihling, ich gruate dich, 

Fruhling, umachliean mich 
Mit deinem jungen aufkeimenden Leben, 
Mit deinem Hoffen und deinem Streben 1 

Tbbodox Kokxxk. 



I would that I were with thee, 'mid the flowers 
Which Spring renews the joyous fields along, 

Where perfum'd gales pursue the lingering hours, 
And green woods echo to the wild bird's song. 



Earth's beauty wearieth not, but satisfies, 

Breathing repose, while Nature's choral voice, 

With ever-varying, wild sweet harmonies, 
Exalts the soul, and bids the heart rejoice. 
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How wonderful is Nature, in whose womb 
Creation multiplies ! The fruitful grain, 

That seems, like man, to moulder in the tomb, 
Springs with fresh beauty into life again. 

There is a mystery in life : on all 

Around us hangs a strange, o'er-mast'iing spell ; 
And man that walks erect, and worms that crawl, 

Alike within the realms of wonder dwell. 

We know not how the seed becomes a tree, 
Nor whence the blossoms spring, nor why they fede ; 

But reverence and deep humility, 

At sight of all, the inmost soul pervade. 

We thank thee, Lord, for that thy goodness still 
The glad young year in flow'ry garb arrays ; 

We may not scan the workings of thy will, 
We lift our hearts to thee in songs of praise. 
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And, as thou guid'st the seasons, mayst thou guide 
Our thoughts and feelings in thy sacred way ! 

'Tis thine o'er all Creation to preside, — 
'Us ours to love, to honour, and obey. 
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The Past, the happy Past, 
Oh ! how beautifiil it seems, 

With its unforgotten loves 

And the light of childhood's dreams ! 

They are there — those holy loves, 
With their colours fresh and true ; 

And those visions pure and bright, 
Which no after years renew. 

They are there — the early friends, 
Whom in silence we deplore ; 

And the fondly cherish'd smiles 
Which we meet on earth no more. 
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THE PA8T. 

In the twilight of the Past, 

Though for them life's sun hath set, 
They have form and beauty still 

Which our hearts may ne'er forget. 

Full of care life's Present seems, 
And its Future sad may be, 

J3ut there 's still the happy Past, 
With bright memories for me. 
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LINES 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY AN ORPHAN GIRL LEFT AT SCHOOL 
DURING THE HOLIDAYS. 



—Then shall I behold 
Him by whose kind paternal ride I sprung, 

And her who still and cold 
Fills the next grave— the beautiful and young. 

Bryant.— American Poets, p. 180. 



On all around me there is gloom to-day ; 

My friends and gay companions — where are they ? 

Where now the smiles that erst on bright lips hung ? 

The voices that to mine responsive sung ? 

No longer here to share my toil or play, 

Gone, one by one, to happier scenes away ; 

Gone to the spot whence thoughts no longer roam ; 

Gone to the glad realities of home. 
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Oh ! what a change is this I 'tis silent all, 

As on the morning of a funeral. 

The well-known schoolroom haunts I cannot bear, 

My footsteps wake such lonely echoes there ; 

The playground too seems desolate and drear; 

All, all have left me — wherefore am I here ? 

Alas ! I am an orphan : — in that word 
My early griefs short history is heard. 
No father now, no mother dear to press 
My heart to hers with holy tenderness ! 
He accents kind that cheer'd life's earlier day, 
He lips that kiss'd each falling tear away, — 
These have been taken from me ; I am left, 
Of young affection's holiest ties bereft. 

How oft, in hours of joyous infancy, 

My father took me on his aged knee, 

And upwards gaz'd with anxious looks, that told 

Of love still young, though he was worn and old : 
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LINES BT AN ORPHAN GIRL. 



" Oh thou that reign'st in Heav'n !" he fondly cried, 
" Vouchsafe this dear one in thy paths to guide ! 
And when my frame shall blend with kindred clay, 
And the free spirit pass from earth away, 
O shield my child ! (I know, I know thou wilt,) 
From this world's anguish, and from this world's 
guilt! 

Let guardian angels on life's course attend, 
Her helpless youth to succour and befriend I 

" And thou, my child, wilt place on Him thy trust, 

Who form'd thee out of perishable dust ; 

At break of morning, and at fall of even, 

Thou 'It lift thy little voice in prayer to Heaven, 

And ask protection, — ask that thou mayst be 

All that my fond heart prophesies of thee. 

So shalt thou best fulfil thy Christian part 

With gay contentment and a guileless heart, 

And win Heaven's favour, and kind friends shall take 

Compassion on thee, for an old man's sake." 
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Oh ! this was love which time can ne'er efikce 
From the heart's records, nor the world replace — 
Unvarying, deathless love ! by Heav'n alone 
'Twas lent, and Heav'n hath but recall'd its own. 

My father's portrait ! how refin'd the art 
Which to the ivory tablet could impart 
That lov'd resemblance ! Still 'tis brighten'd o'er 
With the same smile that erst in life he wore ; 
And while on me those eyes seem fondly bent, 
Those lips half utter all the soul's intent. 

How oft with him in airy dreams I roam, 
Through fields of light, to childhood's joyous home. 
And taste, in bower or memory-hallow'd grot, 
A sweet oblivion of my waking lot I 
Then rapturous joys are mine — kind Heav'n, forgive 
My wandering thoughts ! 'tis then, 'tis then I live, 
And would prefer to all earth's wealth and pow'r 
The " dear delight" of that one dreaming hour I 
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Oft too my heart, by wand'ring fancy led, 
Seeks the green dwellings of the slumb'ring dead, 
And seems its lonely, soothing watch to keep 
By the cold graven in which the lov'd ones sleep ; 
Or softly mingles, in affection's prayer, 
With guardian spirits hovering fondly there. 

Father that reign'st in Heav'n ! thy grace imparts 
The holiest balm that falls on sorrowing hearts ! 
The lost ones live in happier realms than this, 
Where yet our souls may meet in heavenly bliss ; 
And daily, hourly, in the uplifted prayer, 
On viewless wings I fly to seek them there ; 
I kneel before the Unseen, All-seeing One — 
Father, that reign'st in Heav'n ! thy will be done ! 
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Et d'abord, poor ce qai regarde l'&me da podte, U premiere 
condition n'est elle pas, eomme l'a dit une boache eloquente, 
" de n'avoir jamais calcule le prix d'ane bsssesso ou le salaire 
d'an mensonge." 



• • . • • hidden 

In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns, unbidden, 

Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and feus it heeded not. 

. . Shelley. 



The Poet's world — tell me, tell me where 

Doth his spirit love to dwell ? 
In the groves of palm, in the cedar's shade, 

Or in meads of asphodel ? 



Victor Hugo. 
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There is sweet repose in the cedar's shade, 
And the palms are tall and fair ; 

There is rest in the meads of asphodel ; 
But his spirit dwells not there. 

Doth it dwell above in the moonlit skies, 
• Or under the crystal wave ? 
In the dreamy light of the silver stars, 
Or in sea-nymph's coral cave ? 

There is peace in the light of the silver stars, 
And joy in the sea-nymph's cell ; 

But it is not in stars or in coral cave 
That his spirit loves to dwell. 

His soul hath a lofty destiny 

In a world of toil and strife ; 
And he tlwells, with a high, truth-loving zeal, 

In the busy world of life. 
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From the solitudes of the better land 
He hath come with his visions bright, 

And his fond voice calls an erring race 
To the paths of love and light. 



The Poet's strength is a holy strength, 
And a shield from earthly wrong ; 

And the spirit crush'd by a tyrant's hate 
Hath its shrine in the Poet's song. 



His hope is the bright, undying hope 
To a Christian bosom given ; 

It points to a life of love on earth, 
And a resting-place in Heaven. 
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" The morning wakes — on heath and lawn 

The early dew-drops lie, 
Serene and smiling comes the dawn 

Along the eastern sky* 

" The hunters throng the woodlands grey, 

Our livery bright they wear, 
And angry tongues will chide delay 

If I am wanting there. 

" I Ve heart still young, and life-blood warm, 

There 's vigour in my breath ; 
There 's strength in this bold, sinewy arm ; 

Then talk no more of death. 
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" My father taught me when a child 

To chase the noble deer ; 
My heart is in the forests wild ; 

I will not linger here." 

The fever soon, 'mid death's embrace, 

To wild delirium grew, 
But still his soul was in the chase, 

The stag seem'd still in view. 

Stoutly he grasp'd the cumbrous thong, 
He seiz'd his glittering horn, 

And rose, to cheer his hounds along, 
As on a hunting morn ; 

Then listen'd to the op'ning cry, 
With all a huntsman's pride ; 

But just as horse and hound swept by, 
He totter'd, swoon'd, and died. 
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Man's love is of man's life a thing apart, 
Tis woman's whole existence. 

Byron. 



Thou art but in life's morning : every grace 
The rosy freshness of that morn should wear, 
Yet griefs pale hues are iniag'd on thy face, 
And shroud the lustre of thy raven hair. 
So young ! so form'd for love ! hath sorrow's blight 
Wither'd thy budding hopes, and veiTd in night 
The hours that should be sunny, while its spell 
Profanes the shrine where joy alone should dwell ? 

Yes ; a rude hand hath snapp'd the silver string 
Erst tun'd to love : the flower's young stem is broken, 
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Just as the parting breath of gentle Spring 
Call'd beauty forth ; the voice is hush'd, sweet token 
Of the soul's tenderness ; the vine must fall, 
Reft of the branch to which it clung with all 
Its " fruits and fertile promise." 

Once so gay, 
Now blighted love had sear'd the spirit's bloom, 
And varying tints, precursive of decay, 

Play'd o'er her cheek, like sunbeams o'er a tomb. 
It could not last — her thoughts still dwelt on him 

When birds were singing to the sunlit stream, 
And when at eve her wearied eye grew dim, 

His form was ever imag'd in her dream. 
It could not last — the music of sweet song 

Through gorgeous halls in playful echoes straying, 
The voice of revelry, the festive throng 

Of young, and beautiful, and unbetraying, 
Spoke but of days now gone — of joys which she 
Could share no more ; she droop'd all silently, 
And her neglected love became a theme 
On which she dwelt, as on a passionate dream 
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Of bright, but short endurance ; while decay 
Sped slowly on its desolating way. 

In a lone spot of consecrated ground, 
Where wild flow'rs bloom, and tall trees circle round, 
The unconscious marble mutely mourns for one 
By hopeless passion's withering pow'r undone. 
Stranger, a tear ! those graven words declare : 
" One that too truly lov'd lies buried there." 
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— haltet fest nuammen — fat and ewig— 
Rein Ort der Fjreiheit iey dem andern fremd— 
Seyd einig-- einig— einig. 

SOHILLIS. 



Once more farewell to Germany ! 

Farewell to thee, thou joyous Rhine, 
Whose mould'ring tow'rs are fair to see* 

Whose vineyards teem with rosy wine ! 

Farewell to scenes of pure delight, 
But not to thoughts of thee and thine, 

Which, glittering still with Fancy's light, 
Shall o'er the waste of Mem'ry shine ! 
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FAREWELL TO GERMANY. 

The very name to me imparts 

A joy more keen than words may tell ; 
Thou land of true and earnest hearts, 

Dear Germany, once more farewell ! 

O may I learn, from thee and thine, 
To mingle with the fire of youth 

One radiant beam, one spark divine, 
Of German zeal, and German truth I 

And may thy scatter' d children all 
Be ever one, in heart and hand, 

Where deeds of love or glory call ! — 
Farewell to thee, dear German land ! 
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They have not perish'd — no 1 
Kind words, remember'd voices once m sweet, 

Smiles radiant long ago, 
And features the great sonl's apparent seat ; 

All shall come back— each tie 
Of pure Affection shall be knit again : 
Alone shall evil die. 

B&YA*rx.~ American Poets, p. 130. 



'Tis sweet to muse upon these cliffs at even, 
When falling night its dreamy visions brings ; 

When silvery vapours skirt the moonlit Heaven, 
And memory turns to erst forgotten things. 



To every thought the slumbering deep, which lies 
Gigantic in repose, new beauty lends, 

Its waters seem a pathway to the skies — 
Its echoes — voices of departed friends. 
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Along that pathway spirits seem to glide, 
Departed friends in holier guise appear, 

Their earthly shapes not chang'd but glorified, 
Their accents those which erst in life were dear. 

They greet us from afar, but come not nigh 
To gladden nature with the fond embrace, 

To chase the tear-drop from affection's eye, 
Or print caresses on the well-known face. 

They greet us from afar with looks of life 

And life's endearments, and they seem to say : 

" Come from the toil, the tumult, and the strife, 
To gentler thoughts and holier scenes away ! 

" Come with us to the regions of delight, 
Where guilt is purified, and sin forgiven ! 

Come from earth's clouds to skies for ever bright ! 
Come to the sunshine and the joys of heaven !" 
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The spirits vanish, but our hearts they fill 
With dreams that nought of earthliness betray ; 

On rocky clifls the pilgrim lingers still — 
His soul attends them on their homeward way. 
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THE MOURNER. 



Du Heilige rufe dein Kind suriick f 
Ich babe genossen das irdische Gluck, 
Ich habe gelebt und geliebet ! 

SCHILLBB. 



Is it a faithless hope, or care of sad and thoughtful 
years, 

That flits across the Mourner's soul and fills her eye 
with tears? 

Or grief, which broods in solitude o'er friendship's 
broken vow, 

That drives the roses from her cheek, the sunshine 
from her brow ? 
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But she scarce knows the fest'ring wounds which 

broken friendships leave, 
A world of love is all her own — ah ! wherefore doth 

she grieve ? 

Where'er she moves affection's smile illumes life's 
early track, 

And gives a welcome sweet to one that looks faint 
welcome back. 

" Ah ! wherefore doth she mourn V 'lis ask'd, in 

agony of grief, 
By loving friends who long have sought, yet cannot 

bring, relief ; 
And fervently the prayer is breath'd, that soon the 

coming spring 
With leaf, and flower, and fresh'ning gale, new 

thoughts, new hopes may bring. 

An idle prayer! time softeneth not that gentle 

bosom's pain ; 
O Heav'n ! did e'er a wither'd heart grow fresh and 

bloom again ? 
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Her g is a grief which shall survive that promis'd 

spring when o'er — 
Joy comes not with the morrow's dawn — the dead 

return no more. 

Then what though winter's icy blast to vernal fresh- 
ness yield, 

And Nature smile as erst she smil'd, and verdure 

grace the field ? 
Though wild flow'rs o'er the scented plain their 

truant perfumes fling, 
The flow'r she cherish' d most on earth returns not 

with the spring. 

A deadly nightshade lurks within the wreath upon 
her brow, 

She lives amid the memories of joy all faded 
now, 

With but one hope — to meet again in happier realms 
than this, 

Where death's cold hand no more shall come between 
her and her bliss. 



Digitized by Google 



A THOUGHT OF HOME. 



Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee. 

Goldsmith. 

"Rs sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Oar coming, and look brighter when we come. 

Brnox. 



There is joy, there is joy, in this land of the vine, 
'Mid the wrecks of the past in whose shade I recline ; 
There are sounds to enliven, and music in all, 
In the voice of the breeze and the peasant boy's call. 

There is joy in this land, when its maidens pass by, 
With the long jetty hair and the dark rolling eye, 
And the soul leaps to life, when that eye's ebon tinge 
Darts a volume of light through its shadowy fringe. 

D 
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There is joy in the valley, and joy on the hill ; 
But the heart of the stranger is lonely, and still 
'Mid the brightness of summer, the freshness of spring, 
To the home of his childhood his spirit takes wing. 

When the mirth of the feaster is ended, and night 
With its soft slumber closes a day of delight, 
Still his thoughts are of home, and his soul ever seems 
'Mid the haunts of his childhood to wander in dreams. 

I 

Still his thoughts are of home, and its image ador'd, 
With the first waking breath by the fond spirit pour'd 
Comes the name of a lov'd one awaiting him there, 
And that name — 'tis a Mother's — it mingles with 
prayer. 
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SONG, 

COME TO ME. 



Come to me, thy playful tresses throwing 
Their jetty ringlets o'er thy snowy vest ! 

Come to me, thy heart with love o'erflowing, 
Come, sweet one, come, and I shall be at rest. 

Bring me not the wide earth's golden treasures, 
Nor gems that erst beneath the wave did shine ; 

Bring thy love, the source of all life's pleasures, 
And bring for gems those laughing eyes of thine. 

Gentle flames, with early passion burning, 
And sunny hopes that tell of bliss to be, — 

Truant thoughts with new delight returning, — 
I give thee all— Come, sweet one, come to me ! 

d2 
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LINES ON A CHILD SLEEPING. 



Dans 1' alcove sombre 
Pres dun humble ante I, 
L'enfant doit a l'ombre 
Du litmaternel. 



Tandis qu'il repose, 
Sa paupiere rose 



Pour la terre close, 
S'ouvre pour le ciel. 



Victor Hugo. 



Fair child ! how calmly art thou slumbering, 
Beneath thy guardian angel's viewless wing ! 
How lovely thy repose, and soft the seeming 
Of that far land in which thy soul is dreaming ! 
Would I might sleep as thou art sleeping now, 
With rosy freshness on the cheek, and brow 
As smooth and fair as thine, and wake, like thee, 
From life's o'ermast'ring cares and passions free ! 
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Pure are thy feelings all ; each thought of thine 
Springs, full of artless joy, from nature's shrine, 
While, on thy opening virtues, as they rise, 
Affection builds its holiest prophecies. 

And she that watches near, — whose pride thou art, — 
The deep delight of her fond, fluttering heart, 
No words may measure ; in thy fair young face 
Her quick eyes image many a future grace ; 
While Love unvarying sums up all in thee, 
Its happy past, its dreams of bliss to be. 

I linger, pleas'd to see thee slumb'ring there, 
And join that fond one in her spirit's prayer : 
May all her kindness be repaid by thine, 
And thy affection solace her decline ! 
May after years the bright fulfilment see 
Of all that hope has promis'd ! mayst thou be, 
E'en to life's end, a child, as now thou art, 
In love, in truth, in purity of heart ! 
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Die an dick nur denkt, 

Die rich liebend krankt 

In die Erde bald verbirgt sie sich. 

GSthe. 



I may not love him now ! no more, no more 
The sunshine of that hope shall rest on me ; 

'Twas but a dream ! yet so like Heav'n — 'tis o'er — 
I wake to life and dark reality. 

I may not love him now ! the star is set 
That lit my heart with its ethereal flame ; 

When shall that heart its earlier hopes forget, 
Or wither'd Love grow cold in Friendship's name ? 
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I may not love him now ! then sink, thou Past, 
With thy dread memories, in Lethe's wave ; 

Nor let the shadows o'er my spirit cast 

Haunt with their spectral hues affection's grave ! 

With sunbright visions let me wander long 
In the fair worlds of poetry and thought, 

And seek, in floods of melody and song, 
Oblivion of past hours with sadness fraught I 

For grief is mine which language may not tell, 
The light of joy hath vanish'd from my brow, 
And madd'ning thoughts, on which 'twere death to 
dwell, 

Are in those words — " I may not love him now !" 
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Earth is link'd to Heav'n— and all we see 
And suffer ripens to felicity. 

Bowkino'b Matins and Vespert. 



Thou too art chang'd, whom, erst in youth, 

I fondly deem'd a friend, 
On whose sincerity and truth 

My heart might well depend ; 
The look turn'd carelessly aside, 

The hand but faintly press'd, 
Would tell me, though thy words should hide, 

The secrets of thy breast. 

And yet I would not thou shouldst know 

Affection's deep distress ; 
I only mourn it should be so, 

But cannot love thee less. 
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What rapture thou couldst once impart 
To life's most chequer'd scene ! 

I will not dwell on what thou art, 
But what thou once hast been. 

An empire's weal demands thy care, — 

Thought sits upon thy brow, — 
Pale is the hue thy features wear, — 

Thou hast no leisure now. 
Then fare thee well ! forgive ! forgive 

Reproaches all untrue ! 
Thou for thy country's weal dost live, 

And 'tis thy country's due. 

Farewell ! but if, in after years, 

Affliction wound thee sore, 
And soil thy cheek with burning tears 

Of grief, unknown before ; 
Come ! seek me then, and thou shalt find 
. A heart from anger free — 
A heart that, to thy foibles blind, 

Hath welcome still for thee. 
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EARLY FRIENDSHIPS. 

ADDRESSED TO A LADY WHOM THE AUTHOR HAD HEARD 
REGRETTING THEIR INSTABILITY. 



Vous me frappez, Seigneur, et c'est ponrqnoi j'espere. 

Lamarthtk. 



There are flowers of all hues, with which Nature is 
braiding 

The earth's golden hair, to beguile us of woe ; 
And to cheer us, when amaranth blossoms are fading, 

She greets us with roses, wherever we go. 
Then mourn not too deeply o'er Friendships declining, 

Since dark hours of care, like the hurricane's wrath, 
Must yield to the sunbeams that, brilliantly shining, 

Illumine the good that is strewn o'er our path. 
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If Pride work estrangements, or Falsehood bereave 
thee 

Of hopes that once gladden'dabright summer's day, 
Mourn not for the hearts that can coldly deceive thee, 

Look rather for others more worthy than they : 
And so shall thy soul, far from bitter reflections 

And idle complainings that poison its rest, 
Find food that may quicken its purest affections, 

And gaily move onwards, both blessing and blest. 

Think too, when life's branches by rude winds are 
shaken, 

And lights of affection which warm'd thee grow dim, 
That He, whom in youth thou hast haply forsaken, 
Through tears and afflictions thus draws thee to 
Him ; 

And so shall thy soul, while, to hope gaily clinging, 
It looks through all cares to the promis'd release, 

See flowers of His love on life's wilderness springing, 
And rest, in the end, on His bosom of peace. 
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'Tis sweet at starry eve, when silence reigns 
Amid thy ruin'd towers and mouldering fanes, 
To muse on thee, Granada : Fancy's eye 
Recalls the pomp of by-gone pageantry, 
Peopling thy solitudes with visions bright 
Of warrior-steed, tall plume, and mailed knight, 
Or drops a pitying tear, in softer mood, 
O'er all the sorrows of thy widowhood. 

Yes ; still thou charmest : golden beams, that play 
Around thee, throw enchantment o'er decay ; 
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Thy lordly halls, though tenantless, are fair 
As when 1 Boabdil , s warriors feasted there ; 
*The lions' Court, the legendary stain, 
The vaulted roofs and cupolas remain, 
3 And Syrian art preserves, unscath'd by time, 
The Koran's precepts, and the Cufic rhyme. 

Still, 'mid thy perfum'd glades and roseate bowers, 
Its fragrant sweets the ripening orange showers ; 
The tall Sierra, white with changeless snow, 
Sees verdure brightening in the fields below, 
And bids the whirlwinds from its heights repair, 
To catch a milder, gentler spirit there : 
But pomp and power have vanish'd from thy brow, 
And all that man could change, is changed now. 

No more, indignant at their galling chains, 
4 The fetter'd Lions toss their angry manes ; 



1 . The last of the Moorish Kings. 

2. See Washington living's « Alhambra,' vol. i., p. 144. 

3 t vol. i., p. 59. 

4. The fettered lions were a device on the shields of the Abenoerrages. 
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No more, careering o'er the tented plain, 

With proud neck arch'd in beautiful disdain, 

The milk-white charger* bounds ; no glittering steel 

Pricks the hot flank, no furious squadrons wheel : 

No 6 Alabeces to the tilt advance ; 

No Gomel warrior shakes the threat'ning lance ; 

But crouching low, beneath the myrtle's shade, 

The robber-chief conceals the assassin's blade. 

Swift flew the hours when Peace, with halcyon 
sway, 

Bless'd the proud Moor in his meridian day, 
When Music's soft accords and Minstrel's song 
Were tun'd to love, Granada's courts along, 
And Moslem taste, voluptuous, lavish' d there 
All that could charm the sense or please the fair ; 
Propitious Nature shar'd the grateful toil, 
And smil'd benignant on the generous soil. 



5. The Zegris rode on milk-white horses. 

6. The most powerful families in the reign of Abdallah were the Abe nee r- 
rages and Alabeces, the Zegris and the Gomeles. 
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Trom India's vales she brought their blushing flowers, 
With Syria's air she fann'd the summer bowers, 
And bounteous gave to man's admiring eyes 
An Eden more, — an earthly Paradise. 

'Twas a fair scene, and well, in mortal breast, 
Might hold each wilder, stormier wish repress'd ; 
The bowers, where Love might lengthen out its 
prayer ; 

The fountains, sporting through the balmy air ; 
The clambering vine, fantastically set ; 
The gorgeous Mosque, and tapering Minaret ; 
The Alhambra, towering through a cloudless sky, 
Rich in the charms of hoar antiquity ; 
Its gilded fretwork, and its painted walls, 
Its domes high-arching, and its marble halls ; 
Its pillar'd pomp and fountain-cool'd alcoves, 
Its cultur'd gardens, and its citron groves ; 



7. It is mentioned by Conde in his 'Historia dels. Dominacion de loe 
Arabes en EspaHa/that the Arabs considered Spain superior to all the known 
countries of the world. " It is Syria," said they, " for the mildness of its 
climate and the purity of its air— it is India for its flowers and aromatics." 
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And, far above them, a transcendent glow 
From the Sierra's coronet of snow ; — 
Broke with strange splendour on the 'wilder'd sense 
In all the pride of vast magnificence. 

8 What marvel then that in so fair a clime 
The warrior-prophet fix'd his throne sublime, 
And bade his bright celestial dwelling rise 
In the " blue beauty " of Granada's skies ? 

Sudden and sad the dawn of Moslem woes 
Breaks on the peaceful hours of sweet repose ; 
'From hill to hill the gathering watchfires spread, 
And Guadalquivir's mighty wave runs red ; 
Fannd by the breath of Heav'n, the flickering blaze 
In streamy lustre through the welkin plays, 



8. In a word, so beautilul was the earth, so pure the air, and so serene the 
sky of this delicious region, that the Moors imagined the Paradise of their 
Prophet to be situate in that part of the heaven which overhung the kingdom 
of Granada. — Washington Irving's 1 Conquest of Granada,' chap. 1. 

9. The Moors lighted the watch-fires on the mountains to give notice of the 
approach of an enemy. They were answered to by others, till the alarm 
became general. 
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And, journeying onward, lends a ruddy glow 
To Honda's heights, and Alpuxarras' snow. 

And see the martial plumes come nodding on 
From fair Castile and distant Arragon ; 
Valencia's warriors couch the threatening lance, 
And Andalusia's steel-clad chiefs advance ; 
The Cross, bright symbol of a Saviour's love, 
The furbish' d morion, and tall crest above, 
And all the panoply of war's array, 
Flash on the sight, and shame the blush of day. 

And are there none to check their angry might ? 
No guardian hosts to dare them to the fight ? 
Come they to trample on a prostrate foe, 
Whose food is slavery, whose birthright woe ? 
The thirst for high emprise that fir'd of yore 
Bold Marie's spirit — is it slak'd with gore ? 
No ; there are souls that burn with patriot zeal, 
And generous hearts for beauty's tears to feel ; 



10. For notices of Taric, see « Grenade Reconquise,' by Florian, « History of 
Spain/ vol. i., p. 127 ; ami Conde. 
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11 Let blood-wash'd Malaga, let Loxa tell 
What high resolves in Moslem bosoms dwell ! 

But foiTd of conquest, blasted in its might, 
Shrinks Moslem valour from th' unequal fight ; 
Not 12 Muza's deeds, nor daring Tarfe s name, 
Rouse the soul's ardour, wake the slumbering 
flame ; 

It was not thus, when, glorying in their might, 
18 The fierce assailants storm'd Alhendin's height ; 
But foul defeat has check'd their furious zeal, 
And Moslems tremble at the Christian's steel. 

The tempest thickens on Granada's brow, — 
Where is her Prophet ? let him shield her now ! 
Look to her sons, — in vain their chiefs upbraid, 
The nerveless arm denies its feeble aid ; — 
Look to her vineyards, — all is waste and bare ; — 
Look to her towers, — the victor host is there ; — 



1 1 . See • Conquest of Granada/ and « H istory of Spain / 

1 2. See Washington taring's 4 Conquest of Granada/ and Conde. 

13. 8ee * Conquest of Granada,' chapter 85. 
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14 And in her courts, which Moorish feet erst trod, 
The Christian warrior kneels before his God. 

Oh ! ever thus, as Conquest plumes her wing, 
And rolling years mysterious changes bring, 
The happier days, by sacred seers foretold, 
Their long-expected, blissful dawn unfold. 
Unnumber'd creeds, with false delusive ray, 
Have dazzled, meteor-like, and pass'd away : 
Unnumber'd gods have mock'd their followers' trust, 
Unnumber'd fanes are level with the dust ; 
And thus, doth Faith's prophetic voice exclaim, 
Must Falsehood shrink from Truth's ethereal flame. 
What though 15 Medina hail'd Mohammed lord, 
And 16 Beder blush'd beneath his conqu'ring sword ? 
What though the pilgrimage to Mecca's fane 
Attest, e'en now, the Koran's ancient reign, 



14. High man was performed in the Alhambra, in the Hall of Lions, imme- 
diately after the Christian sovereigns had taken possession of Granada. — 
Alhambra, rol. i. p. 146. 

15. Mahomet was first invested with the regal power at Medina. 

16. Mahomet's first great battle was fought here. 
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And many a 17 Hadjhi, with his fold of green, 
Can tell of dangers past, and wonders seen ? 
Lo ! falling hills, whose heights its voice obey, 
Proclaim a mightier Creed's victorious way ; 
18 Before its altars Midian's camels throng, 
And Kedars flocks move peacefully along ; 
19 Her treasur'd incense glad Sabaea pours, 
80 And distant Ophir sends its golden ores ; 
And while the hosts that celebrate its power 
Partake the joys of its triumphant hour, 
Earth's children all confess one God and King, 
His temple Heav'n, and Peace the Offering. 



17. The Hadjhis, or pilgrims who have been to Mecca, are distinguished by 
a fold of green in their turbans. 

18. Isaiah lx. 

19. " MoUes sua thura Sabni." Virg., Georg. i., 67. 
SO. " For thee Idume's spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains flow." 

Pope's Messiah. 
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Mais elle etait du monde oil let plug belles choses 

Ont le pire destin ; 
Et rose, elle a vecu ce que vivent les roses, 

L'espace d'un matin. 

[But she was of a world where things most fair 

Have saddest doom ; 
And rose, receiv'd of life the rose's share, 

A morning's bloom.] 



They told me thou wast gone from us — I heard it 
with a sigh, 

A tear-drop trembled on the lid, yet, ere it fell, 'twas 
dry; 

I could not, could not grieve to think that one so 

pure had flown 
To seek a holier resting-place, before her Maker's 

throne. 



Malheebe. 



Mourn not her whose gentle spirit 

Quits its prison house of clay, 
Heavenly mansions to inherit. 



Charles Cbockbb. 
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'Twas yesterday, and thou wast glad, as a young 

bird whose wing 
First bears him through Heaven's broad expanse to 

taste the breath of Spring ; 
It is to-day, and thou art gone, and all thy youth is 

fled, 

But yet I cannot, cannot grieve to think that thou 
art dead. 

Thy spirit could not linger here, earth was no place 
for thee, 

Thy bosom yearned for the joys of immortality ; 
Heav'n sent its messenger of bliss, and summon'd 
thee above, 

To realms where peace holds equal reign with 
holiness and love. 

There is no terror in that dream, and in that rest no 
sadness, 

From which th' unfetter'd soul shall wake to thoughts 
of heavenly gladness ; 
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No gloom — when on the wings of faith a spirit takes 
its flight ; 

No darkness — when a beam from Heav'n illumineth 
the night. 

Farewell ! thou beauteous child of earth, a fond, a 

last farewell ! 
With feelings of deep awe and strange I heard thy 

fun'ral knell ; 
But I thought on all thy holiness, and grief was not 

for me — 

Thy image dwelleth on my soul — may I resemble 
thee! 
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She led me first to God : 
Her words and prayers were my young spirit's dew. 

John Piebpoist.— American Poets, p. 52. 



If there be one, all other ties above, 
Deep, fond, enduring, 'tis a Mother's love. 
Hope may deceive us with prismatic hue, 
And the world's kindness prove, like it, untrue ; 
But the pure instinct of a Mother's love, 
Fed with perennial flame from realms above, 
Burns brightly on, and cheers, with genial ray, 
The pilgrim fainting on life's rugged way ; 
Like rainbow beauty, soothing 'mid the storm, 
Its lustre falls on misery's saddest form. 
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Go to the dungeon where the captive sleeps, 
Or wakes in hours of penitence, and weeps, — 
What angel voice is whisp'ring comfort there, 
To calm the maniac frenzy of despair ? 
There is but one, in this dark hour of woe, 
To soothe his bosom's agonizing throe, 
With gentler thoughts his grief-worn heart to fill, 
Mourn his unholy deeds, and love him still : 
It is a Mother — see her bending there ! 
Mark her souls anguish, hear her spirit's prayer ! 
The quivering lip and sunken cheek but tell 
Her only fault is loving him too well ; 
There speaks affection's voice, in accents wild, 
" Father in Heav'n, forgive my erring child ! " 

What endless thanks are due to bounteous Heaven, 

To man's all-wise Creator, who has given 

This careful guardian to instruct his youth, 

To kindle in his soul the fire of truth, 

To guide the op'ning reason of his mind, 

firm in directing, in reproving kind ! 

E 
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And thou, my Mother ! thou, whose wakeful care 
First taught my infant lips their evening prayer ; 
First bade me reverence Heaven's will, nor stray 
From the clear light of truth's unvarying way ; 
How can I e'er requite thee ? how remove 
The boundless debt of gratitude and love ? 

If watching fondly o'er me, when I press'd 
In troubled sleep the couch of fev'rish rest ; 
If aye reminding me of what was due 
To the Creator and the Creature too, 
Betoken "deep, strong, deathless love" — 'twas 
thine ; — 

To prove a fond and grateful son — be mine. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MY ONLY BROTHER, AFTER AN EXCEEDINGLY 
SHORT ILLNESS. 



Yet, we all live to God! 

Father, thy chastening rod 
So help os, thine afflicted ones, to bear, 

That, in the spirit land, 

Meeting at. thy right hand, 
Twill be oar heaven to And that— he is there ! 

John Pibbpoint.— America* Poett, p. 54. 



My brother ! dead ! — it was a trying hour, 
When, 'neath the Spoiler's desolating pow'r, 
Thy manly spirit sunk, and thy strong frame 
Helpless, as in life's infancy, became. 

Upon thy couch I saw thee, worn and pale, 
Yet deem'd that manhood's strength would still prevail 
* e2 
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Over the wastings of disease and pain, 
And give thee back to joyous life again ; 
For I had seen thee breast the foaming tide, 
And top the wave in boyhood's early pride — 
Had seen thee lightly o'er the brushwood spring, 
Or well-aim'd ball to distant wicket fling ; 
Thy feats of strength came thronging to my eye — 
Brother ! I could not think that thou wouldst die ! 

Speak, dear one, speak ! Alas ! no answer now, 
Save that which, written on thy smooth pale brow, 
Brings slow conviction, while the gazer's eye 
Still looks, and doubts the stern reality. 
Speak, if thou lov'st me ! still thou answerest not — 
Thy voice is feeble, or its tones forgot — 
Breathe on my cheek but one dear, feverish breath ! 
Alas ! thou canst not ! this indeed is death ! 

How short the step from strength to feebleness, 
From all life's joy, to all life's bitterness ! 
This hour all gaiety — the next all sorrow — 
Bright wreaths to-day — a mourning garb to-morrow. 
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Before Heaven's throne the sufferer still must kneel : 
Wounds Heav'n-inflicted, Heav'n alone shall heal. 

Tears ! wherefore, tell me, should believers weep 
Over a lov'd one, who hath fallen asleep 
'Mid changeful time, and earth's enduring sadness, 
To wake again in realms of heavenly gladness ? 

No ; turn we from dark thoughts of death and sin, 
To hear th' unearthly voice that speaks within : 
" Mourner ! thy hopes should centre in the skies, 
Faith whispers triumph when a Christian dies : 
Grief is but selfish, and repining vain ; 
The lost on earth are found in Heaven again." 

To hearts bereav'd, this genial whisper brings 
Balm in its breath, and healing on its wings ; 
Diffusing o'er our souls, 'mid joy's decline, 
A sweet repose, a heavenly anodyne. 

Brother ! farewell ! we meet not visibly, 
Yet never shall I cease to think on thee ; 
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In books by thee once treasur'd, I shall find 
The grateful proofs of a congenial mind ; 
And flow'rs and trees which thou didst cherish, still 
With thy lov'd image all my heart shall fill. 

Thy dog runs with me when my walks I take, 
Now doubly dear, for his dear master's sake ; 
At times he seems to linger on his way, 
And then, methinks, he says, or seems to say, 
With wistful looks, all eloquent though dumb : 
Come with me to the woods, sweet master, come ! 
Why com'st thou not ? my life, my joy, my pride, 
Companion once, now never at my side ! 

Alas ! poor dog, how bitter were thy woe 
If thy brute instinct knew but all I know ! 
Yes ; thy true heart were stricken to its core — 
Poor faithful dog ! thy master comes no more ! 
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ON LEAVING THE CHATEAU DU NOZET, NEAR POU1LLT IN FRANCE, 
THE SEAT OF MONSIEUR LAFOND, WHERE THE WRITER HAD 
DEEN MOST KINDLY AND HOSPITABLY ENTERTAINED. 



No Muses on these lines attend ; 
I sink the Poet in the Friend. 

Cowpbr. 



Adieu ! fair spot, begirt with many a vine, 
Sweet sojourn of a new but valued friend ; 

Henceforth, bright memories of thee and thine 
Shall with life's sunniest recollections blend. 

Around thee nature's favour'd fruits are growing, 
With golden berries purple clusters vie ; 

Within thy walls congenial hearts are glowing 
With unaffected, Heaven-born sympathy. 
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Long barks, with spoil of endless vineyards laden. 
Stud the slow current of its sunny wave, 

And glide thro' scenes where erst Arc's shepherd maiden 
To glory led the chivalrous and brave. 

I see her now the well-arm'd heights ascending, 

Through all her host young valour breathes anew, — 

May rivals old, their martial trophies blending, 
In deeds of love a holier fame pursue ! 

The Loire, the Loire, by its far-rolling water 
Blois' castled height in gloomy triumph springs, 

And Amboise sad with chronicles of slaughter 
That darkly stain'd the dwelling-place of kings. 

The Loire, the Loire, it brings sweet recollections 
Of joys which I upon its banks have known, 

It speaks to all the numberless affections 
And sympathies which round my heart have grown. 
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The Loire, the Loire, whose waters widely spreading 
O'er countless sands run turbid to the sea, 

The Loire through vines and willow islets threading 
Its truant course, is dear, is dear to me. 
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Plus grande que Brutus. 

Adam Lux. 

Elle nous tue, mais elle nous apprend a mourir. 

Veegniaud. 

L'ange de l'assassinat. 

Lamaktine. 



Like thick cloud gathering on the summer sky, 

Gloomy and lone, amid surrounding brightness, 
Or stain on robe of vestal purity, 

Fell dark resolve upon a soul all whiteness ; 
It sprung to giant life, with passion wrought, 
And the quick frenzy of o'ermast'ring thought, 
Stifling, within the coils of its unrest, 
The soft misgivings of a maiden's breast, 
While kindling fancy o'er its deadlier hue 
A veil of wild poetic grandeur threw. 
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She had a young true heart, and she had dream'd 

Of a pure state, which to her spirit seem'd 

Attainable, where virtue ever stood 

The first in place, and all was great and good. 

Fair dream! for her, the Heav'nthatmade Earth bright — 

Her heart's fond prophecy and sole delight, — 

A deep affection, strong, though undefin'd, — 

A dream of happiness for all mankind. 

Though fraught with danger, vague at best, it seem, 
There 's something sweet and holy in such dream, 
And in that heart which life can ne'er abuse 
Of its young, generous hopes — that will not lose 
The freshness of true feeling ; to the last 
Such heart believes, in spite of warnings past, 
That good shall yet prevail, and virtue be 
The heritage of all futurity. 

So dreamt the Norman girl ; her dream sublime 
To fever turn'd, then blacken'd into crime, 
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Nerving a vestal for the assassin's part : 
Her dream, — 'twas for her country ; and her heart 
Was quicken'd with self-gratulating pride. 
When by her hand blood's worst apostle died. 

'Twas a strange sight that met the startled eye, — 
The maiden's calm, — the monster's agony, — 
The priestess and her victim, side by side, — 
Fair executioner, — black fiend that died. 

The tumult thickens, — with confused din 
Of loud rough voices, men rush wildly in, 
And female forms are hurrying to and fro 
With yells of execration, shrieks of woe. 
Serenely fair, with unresisting hands, 
Like statue, motionless, the maiden stands ; 
She hath fulfill'd her mission, on her brow 
The light of victory hath gleam'd, and now 
She would for bleeding France her life lay down, 
To bridal wreath preferring martyr's crown. 
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She hath a prison for her bridal bed, — 
And the young captive's hours are numbered ; 
Her features still seem undisturbed, and fair 
As erst in childhood's innocence they were. 

Wailings are heard without, " The People's Friend," 
Marat — fame's demigod — hath met his end. 
For one that pitied not, with pity mov'd — 
Loving in death a fiend that ne'er had lov'd, 
The herd unthinking o'er him weeps, and showers 
Fond gifts upon him, — strews his corpse with flowers. 

And she that slew the fiend, she too must die, — 
Yet torturing questions wrung no base reply 
From her true lips ; unmov'd the maiden stood 
At that tribunal whose one doom was — " blood" — 
Blood, the sole justice earthly tyrants know, — 
The only soil in which no treasons grow. 

A few fond parting words, and all is o'er, 

And she shall tenant the dark tomb. — Yet more 



i 
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Of stirring tenderness than bard may tell, 
Was in that gentle maiden's last farewell. 

" Forgive me, Father ! if my soul hath err'd 
In that to filial cares it hath preferr'd 
A martyr's diadem. Oh ! now, 'twere sweet 
E'en in this deadly charnel-house to meet, 
Ere the grave closes o'er thy child, — yet, no ; — 
We meet no more on earth, — 'tis better so, — 
We have been spar'd the tears, from fond eyes 
starting, 

Which had unnerv'd us in the hour of parting. 

" I ask but thy forgiveness ; I have shown 
Less than fit thought for thee : had I but known 
All that a father feels, my woman's heart 
Had soon exchang'd the patriot's loftier part 
For tasks of filial love ; then too my fate 
Had lent bright years to thine, — 'tis now too late. 
Farewell ! though strange my purpose seem and wild, 
It fill'd a patriot's soul, — Forgive thy child. 
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" Weep not for me, sweet friends ! from scenes of woe 

With glad young feelings to the grave I go. 

On earth, a loving, true, and earnest heart 

Hath but a sorrowful and lonely part 

Amid the tearless human wastes that bound it, 

And the cold chains that custom gathers round it ; 

Still in this soul life's best illusions dwell, 

And shall outlive the tomb — Farewell — farewell ! 

" Death ! is it then so terrible to die ? 
Thousands have bled for France, and shall not I, 
In that great cause, resign life's feverish breath 
With deep and passionate joy ? Death ! what is 
Death? 

A crown of glory, when the patriot dies — 
A dream, from which he wakes in Paradise !" 
* * ♦ ♦ 

O'er many a cold, obdurate bosom crept 
A ohill of speechless horror — good men wept 
When by sad fate a girl so gentle died. 
Yet, where all earthly pardon was denied, 
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May Heav'n its pardon of free grace impart, 
In pity for her young, truth-loving heart. ! 
Enough ! she made for once a hateful crime 
Seem virtue's self. — Bright meteor of dark time ! 



Note. — The short but affecting history of Charlotte Corday is 
almost too well known to require repetition. It is beautifully told 
by M. Thiers, in his interesting work on the first French Revo- 
lution. 

Charlotte Corday was about twenty-five years of age at the 
time when the event occurred to which her celebrity is owing. 
Her person was remarkable for its beauty, her character for its 
energy and decision. In common with the illustrious Madame 
Roland and many other women of her time, she had conceived 
the idea of a republic in which law and virtue were alone 
supreme. She thought that this idea of a perfect state was one 
which the Girondins were anxious to realise, and that their oppo- 
nents of the Mountain were the only obstacles to its fulfilment. 

Being eager to avenge the defeat which her party had sustained 
on the 31st of May, 41 she deceived her father by informing him 
that she was about to seek in England security and repose, 
and, having obtained from Barbarous a letter for the deputy 
Duperret, left Caen for Paris. Having arrived there she sought 
out the sanguinary Marat, a chief of the Mountain, and the 
object of her vengeance. With some difficulty she succeeded in 

* 17M. 
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obtaining an interview with him. On her admittance, flhe 
found him seated in his bath, and they entered at once on the 
state o£ affairs at Caen. Marat demanded the names of the 
Deputies assembled there, and having heard them, exclaimed : 
"They shall all be guillotined!" " Guillotined V* cried the 
indignant girl, and at the same time plunged a dagger in his 
heart. M Help ! help 1 my friend," cried Marat, and the cry 
alarmed his mistress, who, together with a person employed in 
folding journals, ran immediately to his assistance. They found 
Marat bathed in blood, and Charlotte Corday standing calm and 
motionless beside him. The noise attracted a crowd — the whole 
quarter was soon in an uproar, and Charlotte Corday was led 
away to prison. 

Amongst other tributes paid to Marat, after his death, it is 
mentioned by the distinguished historian above referred to, that 
the popular societies and the sections went in procession to 
strew flowers upon his coffin. 

Charlotte Corday was brought to trial with the informal haste 
by which, in that period of terrible excitement, the name of 
Justice was constantly polluted. She preserved, in the presence 
of her accusers, the same serenity of demeanour by which she 
had been characterised throughout, and fearlessly avowing her 
act, claimed it as exclusively her own. Having been condemned 
to death, she was conducted back to prison, which she entered 
with a smile upon her countenance. She wrote to her father, 
begging him to forgive her for having disposed of her life 
without his consent, and addressed to Barbaroux a letter, in 
which, amongst other things, she told him that her friends had 
no reason to regret her death, for that a vivid imagination and a 
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feeling heart augured little better than a life of storm and 
anxiety for their possessors. She exhibited great composure on 
the scaffold, and a dignified and modest bearing was tyer only 
answer to the outrages of the crowd. 

Thus perished, by the hand of a common executioner, this 
young and interesting girl, undergoing, in the prime of life and 
beauty, the wretched doom of an ordinary criminal. Those who 
shrink with horror from her crime, will yet be touched with pity 
for her fate. 



A more detailed account of Charlotte Corday than that which 
is given by M. Thiers, has appeared, since the preceding note 
was written, in the forty-fourth book of the History of the 
Girondins, by M. de Lamartine. He speaks of her act as one of 
that mixed character on which it is most difficult to pronounce a 
judgment. " History," says he, " cannot glorify a murder, nor 
brand with infamy a deed of heroism." 
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Quand on a an amour immense dans le 
coeur, on referoit an monde. 

Charles Nodieb. 



In the heart's precincts are strange marvels — things 
That ear hath heard not, lips have never told — 
Unbidden flights, mysterious communings, 
For which the language of a world now old 
Hath found no symbols ; ponderous, slow, and cold, 
It tracks, far off, the quick soul's fiery race ; 
But Love, that all things living would enfold, 
And Sympathy, that would a world embrace, 
How should they find on earth fit name, or resting- 
place? 
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O Moit 1 tu peas attendre : eloigne, eloigne-toi ; 
Va consoler les cceurs que la honte, 1'effiroi, 
Le pale desespoir devore. 

Akd&S Chxkieb. 

6V it 6co\ <pi\ov<riv, &*o$rfi<rK€i vios. 
(He whom the Goda love dies young.) 

Mekakdbr. 



Thou that keepest watch, 

With a ghastly shape and mien, 

By the side of the fatal latch 

On the gates of the world unseen ! 



Thou that wing'st thy darts 

From a thousand viewless bows ! 

Why shouldst thou touch the hearts 
Where the quick blood freely flows ? 
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What do thy terrors here, 

'Mid the ranks of the young and gay ; 
Or why should thy blights appear 

On the delicate flow'rs of May ? 

Is there not food for thee, 
'Mid the lone, decrepit things, 

Where the leaf of the wither'd tree 
To the old branch faintly clings ? 

Where the endless toil and strife 
Have quench' d all the spirit's fire, 

And buried the bloom of life 
In the grave of each young desire ? 

Go to the narrow bed 

Where the sick man writhes in pain, 
Let a gentle word be said 

Of the Heav'n which he hopes to gain ; 
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Then carry him from his woes 
To the land of his second birth, 

And the sunny smiles of those 
Whom he once had lov'd on earth. 

Go to the dungeon's gloom, 
Where the captive's heart is sore, 

And pines in its living tomb 

For a sun that shall shine no more ; 

Whisper a holy thought 

Of the mercy found in Heav'n, 
By a heart to repentance brought — 

Of a deadly sin forgiven ; 

Then carry him far away 
To the unseen Jordan's side, 

Where the erring child of clay 
From his guilt is purified. 
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Go to the squalid haunt 

Of misery and despair, 
To the homes of age and want, 

And gather a harvest there ; 

But cloud not the shrines so bright, 

Where the young and the joyous throng, 

On the paths of love and light, 
Full of innocence moves along. 

Said a low voice, answering : 

" The young I would gladly spare, 

That the tree which bloom'd in spring 
Might its fruit in autumn bear ; 

" But the Lord with love looks forth 
On a fresh and a guileless heart, 

Ere the cruel taint of earth 
Hath sullied its better part ; 

F 
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" And the young, whom he calls away, 
Are to heav'nly rest convey'd, 

For of such, in the realms of day, 
Are his favour'd angels made." 
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When I behold, along the blue serene, 

The starry orbs, which are Heaven's poetry,* 

My spirit, soaring from this troubled scene, 
Revels in golden climes beyond the sky. 

So, when I gaze on thee, ere this world's sorrow 
Hath sear'd thy beauty with its dead'ning blight, 

My kindling spirit seems from thee to borrow 

Bright thoughts of forms that throngtherealmsof light. 

And fervently I breathe the whisper'd pray'r : 
May thy whole life, like theirs, be cloudless day ! 

And, in the end, thy gentle spirit share 
With them the joys that never know decay ! 



* Ye stars, which are the poetry of Hea^n.— B?bow. . 

r 2 
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Neamn maggior dolor© 
Che rieordarri del tempo felloe 
Nell* miaeria. 

Dante. 

— Ich bin nor ein Weib ! War' ich ein Mann, 
Ich wusite wohl was beaaeres als hier 
Im SUnb su liegen. 

Schiller. 



O spurn her not ! a mother's care 
Her childhood never knew, 

And she was once like angels fair, 
And innocent, and true. 



O spurn her not ! for she had none 
A warning word to say ; 

Of all the flock there was but one 
That e'er was known to stray. 
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When proud man errs, a world that 's blind 

To justice and to truth 
Too quickly frames excuses kind 

For thoughtlessness and youth ; 

When woman falls, her infamy 

A thousand lips proclaim, 
And busy tongues seem pleas' d to be 

The heralds of her shame. 

Then pause, lest One that cannot err 

Should crush usurping pride, 
And mercy, now withheld from her, 

Should be to you denied. 

Goad not to acts of last despair, 

But kindly bid her live ; 
Most human 'tis to err — most fair 

And heavenly to forgive. 
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Pity her too confiding youth 

That early learn'd to stray, 
And lead her back to holy truth 

And virtue's sacred way. 

Though fall'n, she looks from guilt and sin 

To Mercy's throne above ; 
And lost on earth, is still within 

The pale of heavenly love. 



Digitized by Google 



TO NIGHT. 



Die Erde ruht, der Himmel wacht; 
£mpor zu ihm mein Sinn ! 

Mahlmann. 



How wondrously thou mov'st, O Night, 
With thy shadowy train along, 

Or sitt'st enthron'd on the silver light 
Of the stars that round thee throng ! 

How wonderful is the solemn hour 
At which the dreamer's ears 

Are home aloft, by thy mystic pow'r, 
To the music of the spheres ! 
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Thine are the echoes strong and deep 
Of the true heart's inmost pray'r, 

When the child of labour seeks in sleep 
A rest from his daily care. 

Thine is the vision clear and bright 
Of the hour with rapture fraught, 

And the prison'd spirit's fairest flight 
To the boundless worlds of thought. 

Thine are the holiest whisperings 
Of the gale in the forest boughs ; 

And thine is the incense pure that springs 
From a lover's tenderest vows. 

Thine are the dewy sweets that fall, 
Like gems, on the sleeping flow'rs, 

And the footsteps soft that moonbeams call 
To the love-delighted bow'rs. 
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O carry me on thy sable wing 
To a bliss without alloy, 

And the temples ever echoing 
With the strains of heav'nly joy I 



For the world is cold, and the earth is far 
From the land to spirits given ; 

O'er the silvery track of yon bright star, 
O carry my soul to Heaven ! 



f3 
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Do Land so achSn and hoffhtragqpam 
Da Land wo meine Rosen bliihn, 
Wo meine Traame wandeln gehn. 
Wo meine Todten anfentehn ! 

Wbbxbb. 

Es giebt glucklichere Zonen 
Ala daa Land, worin wir leidlich wohnen. 

SCHILLEB. 



I have never liv'd alone — 
Whene'er the world would not give me love, 
I 've sprung on the spirit's wings above 

To a bright world of my own. 



With the staff of Faith in hand, 
I borrow wings of the viewless wind, 
Leave earth and its sorrows far behind, 

And I go to the Spirit's land. 
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I 've a tear and a parting strain 
For the gentle souls — there be many such — 
That shrink like leaves from the wintry touch 

Of a world they lov'd in vain. 

A tear for the bitter woes, 
That, lightning-like, o'er the spirit glide, 
And blanch the cheek, when affection's tide 

On the young heart backward flows. 

To the Spirit's land I go ; 
O'er the silver track of the pale moonbeam, 
I travel, swift as the lightning's gleam, 

Far away from the world below. 

They are there, and they welcome me — 
The gentle souls, in whose love sincere 
I had found repose, while they linger'd here, 

Full of joyous sympathy. 
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Like the soft, sweet breath of even, 
They glide, but without a sound or stir, 
As on paths of the delicate gossamer, 

And they whisper me tales of Heav'n. 

My only Brother too f 
He is dwelling there, and he welcomes me 
To the land where our spirits light and free 

In affection live anew. 

It is not an idle dream — 
He is there, and he greets me fondly now, 
With the smile that once o'er his manly brow 

Would shoot like a bright sunbeam. 

Father in Heav'n ! thy will 
Be done ! be prais'd ! With a Father's hand, 
Thou hast taken him to the happy land, 

Where he lives and loves me still. 
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Daily we commune there, 
And we taste, but far from a world of pain, 
All the innocent joys of life again, 

And our voices blend in prayer. 

And we humbly worship Thee, 
The merciful, the undying One ! 
Father in Heav'n ! Thy will be done 

To all eternity ! 
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JOHANNA (Allein). 



Lebt wohl, ihr Berge, ihr geliebten Triften, 
Ihr traulich stillen Thaler, lebet wohl ! 
Johanna wird nun nicht mehr auf euch wandeln ! 
Johanna sagt euch ewig Lebewohl ! 
Ihr Wiesen, die ich wasserte, ihr Baume, 
Die ich gepflanzet, griinet frohlich fort ! 
Lebt wohl, ihr Grotten und ihr kiihlen Brunnen, 
Du Echo, holde Stimrae dieses Thais, 
Die oft mir Antwort gab auf meine Lieder, 
Johanna geht und nimmer kehrt sie wieder ! 

Dir Platze alle meiner stillen Freuden, 
Euch lass' ich hinter mir auf immerdar ! 
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Farewell, ye hills, ye fields belov'd of yore, 

Ye too familiar, quiet vales, farewell ! 
Joanna seeks your peaceful haunts no more, 

Joanna bids you evermore farewell. 
Meads which I water' d once with anxious care, 

Trees which I planted, flourish greenly still ! 
Farewell, ye grots, ye fountains cool and fair ! 

Thou Echo, wont the tranquil vale to fill 
With sounds responsive to Joanna's strain, 
I quit thee never to return again ! 

Bright scenes of joys which once 'twas mine to taste, 
I come no more your calm retreats to bless : 
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Zerstreuet euch, ihr Lammer, auf der Heiden ! 
Ihr seyd jetzt eine hirtenlose Schaar ! 
Denn eine andre Heerde muss ich weiden, 
Dort auf dem blut'gen Felde der Gefahr. 
So ist des Geistes Ruf an mich ergangen ; 
Mich treibt nicht eitles, irdisches Verlangen. 

Denn der zu Mosen auf des Horebs Hohen 
Im feurigen Busch sich flammend niederliess, 
Und ihm befahl, vor Pharao zu stehen, 
Der einst den frommen Knaben Isai's, 
Den Hirten, sich zum Streiter ausersehen, 
Der stets den Hirten gnadig sich bewies, 
Er sprach zu mir aus dieses Baumes Zweigen : 
" Geh hin ! Du solPst auf Erden fur mich zeugen. 

" In rauhes Erz soll'st du die Glieder schniiren, 
Mit Stahl bedecken deine zarte Brust ; 
Nicht Mannerliebe darf dein Herz beriibren, 
Mit siindigen Flammen eitler Erdenlust. 
Nie wird der Brautkranz deine Locken zieren, 
Dir bliiht kein lieblich-Kind an deiner Brust : 
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Go forth, ye lambs, and wander o'er the waste 
A mournful flock, forsaken, shepherdless ; 

Away, to tend far other flocks, I haste, 
On fields of carnage, and where dangers press ; 

Vain earthly Hope no more my bosom fires — 

The Spirit's call my kindling soul inspires. 

For he who did on Horeb's sacred height 
To Moses, veil'd in fiery shroud, descend, 

And bade him brave imperious Pharaoh's might ; 
The same who Jesse's gentle boy did send 

To be the champion of his Maker's right ; 

Heaven's Lord, the shepherd's never-failing friend, 

Spake from these branches high, and said : " Go forth, 

The chosen witness of thy God on earth. 

" Gird on thy armour for the warrior's part, 
With glittering steel thy tender form invest ; 

Ne'er on thy spotless purity of heart 
Shall earth-born fires of sinful passion rest ; 

No bridal garland, wreath'd by mortal art, 
Shall deck thy hair, no infant grace thy breast ; 



Digitized by Google 



116 



JOAN OF ARC. 



Doch werd'ich dich mit kriegerischen Ehren, 
Vor alien Erdenfrauen dich verklaren. 

" Denn wenn lm Kampf die Muthigsten verzagen, 
Wenn Frankreich's letztes Schicksal nun sich naht, 
Dann wirst du meine Oriflamme tragen, 
Und, wie die rasche Schnitterin die Saat, 
Den stolzen Ueberwinder niederschlagen ! 
Umwalzen wirst du seines Gliickes Rad, 
Errettung bringen Frankreich's Heldensohnen, 
TJnd Rheims befrein und deinen Konig kronen !" 

Ein Zeichen hat der Himmel mir verheissen : 

Er sendet mir den Helm, er kommt von ihm, 

Mit Gotterkraft beriihret mich sein Eisen 

Und mich durchflammt der Muth der Cherubim ; 

In's Kriegs-gewiihl hinein will es mich reissen, 

Es treibt mich fort mit Sturmes Ungestlim ; 

Den Feldruf hor'ich machtig zu mir dringen, i 

Das Schlachtross steigt und die Trompeten klingen. 

Schilleb. — Die Jungfrau von Orleans, 
Prolog. Vierfer Auftrxtt. 

i 
\ 
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But martial fame and glory shalt thou find, 
More bright than e'er was won by womankind. 

" For when the mightiest in the battle quail, 
And the last hour of sinking France is near. 

Thou with my Oriflamme shalt yet prevail, 
And, e'en as reapers fell the golden ear, 

Lay low the conqu'ror whom thy arms assail, 
And heap perdition on his mad career ; 

Shalt save for France her warrior-sons, and bring 

Freedom to Rheims, and crown thy country's king." 

From Heaven's high Lord descends thepromis dsign ; 

The helm that decks my brow, — it comes from him ; 
Lo ! at its touch I catch the power divine 

And fiery courage of the Cherubim ! 
War's madd'ning tumult and wild joys are mine, — 

I seem on battle's billowy tide to swim, — 
Away, away ! the shouts are mingling last 
With tramp of war-horse and with clarion's blast. 
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" Ritter, treue Schwesterliebe 

Widmet euch dies Herz ; 
Fordert keine andre Liebe 

Denn es macht mir Schmerz. 
Ruhig mag ich euch erscheinen, 

Ruhig gehen sehn ; 
Eurer Augen stilles weinen 

Kann ich nicht verstehn." 

Und er hort s mit stummem Harme, 

Reisst sich blutend los, 
Presst sie heftig in die Arme, 

Schwingt sich auf sein Ross, 
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" A Sister's love, Sir Knight, from me 

Thou shalt not ask in vain ; 
But other love, if ask'd by thee, 

Must give this bosom pain ! 
How should my heart in stern disguise 

Of tranquil seeming go, 
When from those mute, imploring eyes 

The tears of anguish flow ?" 

Speechless he hears, — no accents trace 
His wounds that inly bleed ; 

He turns but for a last embrace, 
Then bounds upon his steed, 
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Schickt za seinen Mannen alien 
In dem Lande Schweiz ; 

Nach dem heiligen Grab sie wallen 
Auf der Brust das Ereoz. 

Groese Thaten dort geschehen 

Durch der Helden Arm ; 
Ihres Helmes Biiscbe wehen 

In der Feinde Schwann ; 
Und des Toggenburger's Name 

Schreckt den Muselman ; 
Doch das Herz yon seinem Grame 

Nicht genesen kann. 

Und ein Jahr hat er's getragen, 

Tragt's nicht langer mehr, 
Ruhe kann er nicht erjagen, 

Und verlasst dass Heer ; 
Sieht ein Schiff an Joppe's Strande, 

Das die Segel blaht, 
Schiffet heim zum theuren Lande, 

Wo ihr Athem weht. 
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And quick he sends the stern behest 

To all his Switzer hand ; 
Bright gleams the Cross on every breast, 

They march for Holy Land. 

Fair trophies now, with sword and spear, 

Those warriors bold have won, 
And where the thickest foes appear 

Their plumes come waving on ; 
But though, at Toggenburg's proud name, 

The Moslems backward roll, 
No balm he finds in deathless feme 

To heal a wounded soul. 

Twelve moons have wan'd : with grief oppress'd, 

That manly heart must yield ; 
Since deeds of valour bring not rest, 

He quits the battle field ; 
Beholds a ship on Joppa's strand, 

Whose sails invite the breeze, 
And to the lov'd one's father-land 

He travels o'er the seas, 

G 



Digitized by Google 



122 



KNIGHT TOGGENBURG. 



Und an ihres Schlosses Pforte 

Klopft der Pilger an, 
Ach ! und mit dem Donnerworte 

Wird sie aufgethan : 
" Die ihr suchet, tragt den Schleier, 

1st des Himmel's Braut ; 
Gestern war des Tages Feier, 

Der sie Gott getraut." 

Da verlasset er auf immer 

Seiner V&ter Schloss, 
Seine Waffen sieht er nimmer, 

Noch sein treues Ross 
Von der Toggenburg hernieder 

Steigt er unbekannt, 
Denn es deckt die edlen Glieder 

Harenes Gewand. 

Und er baut sich eine Hiitte 

Jener Gegend nah, 
Wo das Kloster aus der Mitte 

Dust'rer Linden sah ; 
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A knight, but not in glittering steel, 

He at her gate appears, 
When direful, as 'twere thunder's peal, 

These accents meet his ears : 
" The maid you seek is now with Heaven 

In veil'd communion wed, 
And, as its bride, but yester-even 

Was to the altar led." 

From halls where dwelt his sires of yore 

The warrior turn'd aside, 
Nor burnish'd arms could please him more, 

Nor steed in battle tried. 
He pass'd from his ancestral hold, 

Unnotic'd and alone : 
O'er limbs well cast in valour's mould 

A pilgrim's garb was thrown. 

A site, that overlook'd the glade, 

For pilgrim's cot he chose, 
Near to the lime-trees' circling shade 

From which the convent rose ; 

62 



Digitized by Google 



124 



KNIGHT TOGGENBURG. 



Harrend von des Morgens Lichte 

Bis zu Abends Schein, 
Stille Hoffimng im Gesichte, 

Sass er da allein. 

Blickte nach dem Kloster druben, 

Blickte Stunden lang 
Nach dem Fenster seiner Lieben, 

Bis das Fenster klang, 
Bis die Liebliche sich zeigte, 

Bis das theure Bild 
Sich ins Thai herunter neigte, 

Ruhig, engelmild. 

Und dann legt' er froh sich nieder, 

Schlief getrostet ein, 
Still sich freuend, wenn es wieder 

Morgen wiirde sein. 
Und so sass er viele Tage, 

Sass viel Jahre lang, 
Harrend ohne Schmerz und Klage, 

Bis das Fenster klang, 
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And on that spot, with fixed eyes, 

Alone he still was found, 
From rosy morning's earliest rise 

Till evening gathered round. 

There, to the convent turn'd, would he 

Unnumbered hours renew, 
Watching her lattice steadfastly 

Until it open flew — 
Until the lov d one deign' d to show 

Her cherish'd image there, 
Inclining to the vale below 

With looks that angels wear. 

His slumber then the pilgrim sought, 

Well pleas'd such boon to earn, 
Nor less rejoicing at the thought 

That morn would soon return. 
And many a day and year did he 

Without complaint renew, 
Watching her lattice steadfastly 

Until it open flew — 
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Bis die Liebliche sich zeigte, 

Bis das theure Bild 
Sich in's Thai herunter neigte, 

Ruhig, engelmild. 
Und so sass er, eine Leiche, 

Eines Morgens da. 
Nach dem Fenster noch das bleiche 

Stille Antlitz sah. 
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Until the lov'd one deign'd to show 

Her cherish'd image there ; 
Inclining to the vale helow 

With looks that angels wear. 
And when at length stern death overtook 

The warrior as he mourn d, 
Haggard and wan, his latest look 

Still to her lattice turn d. 
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" L'epi naissant murit de la faux respecte ; 
Sans crainte du pressoir, le pampre tout Pete 

Boit les doux presens de l'aurore ; 
Et moi, comme lui belle, et jeune comme lui, 
Quoique l'heure presente ait de trouble et d'ennui, 

Je ne veux point mourir encore. 

" Qu'un stoique aux yeux sees vole embrasser la mort, 
Moi je pleure et j'espere ; au noir souffle du Nord 
Je plie et releve ma tete. 



* Vide Note. p. 134. 
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Le pins melodieux soupir qui soit 
Jamais wrti des fentet d'un oachot, 

Lamartike. 



" The ruthless sickle spares the ripening ear ; 
The vine, regardless of the vintage near, 

Drinks dewy sweets which summer mornings hring ; 
And I too, I, like it both young and fair, 
Although the present hath its cloud and care, 

I would not die while life is in its spring. 

" Let stoics meet their fate with tearless eyes — 
I weep and hope ; and when the north winds rise, 
I bend and raise again my fragile form. 

g3 
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S'il est de jours amers, il en est de si doux ! 
Helas ! quel miel jamais n'a laisse de degouts ? 
Quelle mer n'a point de tempete ? 

" L'illusion feconde habite dans mon sein. 
D'une prison sur moi les murs pesent en vain, 

J'ai les ailes de l'esperance : 
£chappee aux reseaux de l'oiseleur cruel, 
Plus vive, plus heureuse, aux campagnes du ciel, 

Philomele chante et s'elance. 

" Est-ce a moi de mourir ? Tranquille je m'endors, 
Et tranquille je veille ; et ma veille aux remords 

Ni mon sommeil ne sont en proie. 
Ma bien-venue au jour me rit dans tous les yeux ; 
Sur des fronts abattus, mon aspect dans ces lieux 

Ranime presque de la joie. 

" Mon beau voyage encore est si loin de sa fin ! 
Je pars, et des ormeaux qui bordent le chemin 
J'ai pasae les premiers a peine. 
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Amid life's bitters varied sweets we find ! 
What honey hath not left distaste behind ? 
What sea hath never blacken'd with a storm ? 

" Still fond illusions in my bosom dwell. 
Immur'd in vain within this narrow cell, 

I soar to Heav'n on Hope's enchanted wings : 
Escap'd from fowler's toils, the nightingale 
Blends joy's soft accents with her plaintive tale, 

And to the list'ning woods more sweetly sings* 

" Why should I die ? still tranquilly I rest, 
And tranquilly awake ! nor is my breast, 

Sleeping or waking, to remorse a prey. 
On every face sweet welcome greets me here, 
And o'er the care-worn brow, when I am near, 

Long banish'd joy's reviving sunbeams play. 

" Life's smiling journey but begins as yet ! 
Of the fair trees along its pathway set 

There have been few on which my eyes could rest. 



Digitized by Google 



j 



132 THE YOUNG CAPTIVE. 

Au banquet de la vie a peine commence, 
Un instant seulement mes levres ont presse 
La coupe en mes mains encore pleine. 

" Je ne suis qu'au printemps, je veux voir la moisson ; 
Et comme le soleil, de saison en saison, 

Je veux achever mon annee. 
Brillante sur ma tige et Thonneur du jardin, 
Je n'ai vu luire encore que les feux du matin, 

Je veux achever ma journee. 

" O mort ! tu peux attendre ; eloigne, eloigne-toi ; 
Va consoler les coeurs que la honte, l'eflroi, 

Le pale desespoir devore. 
Pour moi Pales encore a des asiles verts ; 
Les amours des baisers, les muses des concerts ; 

Je ne veux pas mourir encore." 

Ainsi, triste et captif, ma lyre toutefois 
S'eveillait, ecoutant ces plaintes, cette voix, 
Ces voeux d'une jeune captive ; 

i 
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Almost a stranger at life's board I stand, 
And the full bowl, which sparkles in my hand, 
A moment only to my lips I 've press'd. 

" It is but spring — the harvest I would know, 
And, like the sun, through rolling seasons go, 

Till winter clos'd this opening year of mine. 
The garden's pride, and on its stem still bright, 
The flower, which hath but known the morning's light, 

Would taste the milder beams of day's decline. 

" Well mayst thou tarry, Death ! away, away ! 
Go seek the hearts to shame and fear a prey, 

To lone Despair soft consolation bring. 
Nature to me still offers calm retreats, 
The Muse her strains, and love its honied sweets : 

I would not die while life is in its spring." 

Sad was I, and in prison, yet my song, 
Wak'dby those plaints, those hopes still fresh and strong, 
Was touch'd with sorrow for the captive's youth. 
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Et secouant le joug de mes jours languissants, 
Aux douces lois des vers je pliais les accens 
De sa bouche aimable et naive. 

Ces chants, de ma prison temoins harmonieux, 
Feront k quelque amant des loisirs studieux, 

Chercher quelle fat cette belle ; 
La grace decorait son front et ses discours, 
Et, comme elle, craindront de voir finir leurs jours 

Ceux qui les passeront pres d'elle. 



Note. — [As little is known in this country of the history of 
Andre Chenier, the author of 'La Jeune Captive,' the following 
incidents of his life, thrown hastily together at the suggestion of 
a friend, may not perhaps be unacceptable to the reader. Any 
notice in detail of his poetical and prose works would of course 
be inconsistent with the limits within which this sketch must be 
confined.] 

Andre" Chenier, the third son of M. Louis de Chenier, was 
born at Constantinople on the 20th of October, 1762. His 
father, who was the author of several historical works, was left 
an orphan at an early age, and generously gave up, in favour of 
his sister, his share of their limited inheritance, reserving only a 
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I soon forgot the languor of my cell, 
And wreath'd in verse the accents sweet that fell 
From lips so full of gentleness and truth. 

Haply, on strains that left my captive lyre, 
Some curious mind shall ponder, and inquire 

Of the fair prisoner more than bard hath told : 
Her language was all grace, her cheek all bloom, 
And they, like her, shall pray for life, on whom 

Her looks their daily sunshine shall unfold. 



portion sufficient to enable him to proceed to Constantinople. 
He there established himself in trade, and ultimately became 
Consul-general for France. 

The mother of Andre Chenier was a Greek, whose name was 
Santi-L'homaka, and she is said to have been distinguished for 
her intelligence and beauty. 

Andre Chenier was sent while very young to France, and on 
the banks of the Aude, beneath the smiling sky of Languedoc, 
the future poet received his early education. He was subse- 
quently sent to the College of Navarre, where he gave the first 
proof of his taste for poetry in a translation which he made of 
one of the Odes of Sappho. 

At twenty years of age he joined the army as sub-lieutenant 
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in a regiment then in garrison at Strasborg ; bat he soon grew 
weary of a military life, and, having resigned his commission, 
returned to Paris. 

His assiduity while he sojourned in that city was extreme, for 
he aimed at universal knowledge. Excessive labour was, how- 
ever, quickly followed by a severe illness, on his recovery from 
which he left Paris for Switzerland in the society of two of his 
earliest friends. On his return from Switzerland he accompanied 
the Count de la Luzerne when he was sent as ambassador to 
England. He soon found that this dependent position was little 
in unison with his feelings, and, as he was still suffering from 
illness, he ultimately determined to relinquish it, and to give up a 
few years to travel and recreation. 

In 1790 he settled permanently at Paris, and there, in the ex- 
citement of that eventful period, his soul found utterance in 
song. 

But it was not to poetry alone that a generous and patriotic 
heart could devote itself in times so stirring, and the poet soon 
abandoned his gentler avocations for the stormy field of political 
discussion. Would that all might come like him to that arena 
with manliness and honesty of heart I 

On the subject of the decree of the Legislative Assembly with 
reference to the non-juring priests, he is said by M. de Lamartine, 
in his ' History of the Girondins,' to have published a letter 
worthy of posterity. This letter, which is too long for insertion 
here, contains many tolerant and enlightened sentiments, and 
has been printed in the Paris edition of his prose works. 

In politics he sought to steer a middle course — a task that re- 
quired the highest courage in such times ; and in the articles 
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which he wrote in the ' Journal de Paris ' he energetically com- 
bated anarchy on the one hand — aristocratic resistance on the 
other. He eulogized Charlotte Corday, the intrepid maid of 
Armont, and heaped on Collot d'Herbois the outpourings of a 
just and withering indignation. Even Robespierre, terrible as 
he was, did not escape from his attacks. 

By these means he drew upon himself the bitterness and hate 
of faction, and gradually came to occupy a position of increasing 
honour, but at the same time of increasing danger. 

The trial of Louis XVI. was drawing near. Andre Chenier, 
having exhausted in the journals of the day all the arguments 
that he could offer in favour of the king, proposed to M. de 
Malesherbes to share with him, near the person of the monarch, 
the perils of his defence. His request was granted, and it is 
said to have been the first time that Andre Chenier had asked a 
favour of the great. 

The king, as soon as sentence of death had been passed upon 
him, demanded of the Assembly in a letter, the language of 
which was very calm and dignified, the right of appealing to the 
people. That letter, of which the following is a translation, was 
the production of Andre Chenier, and has been printed, from a 
copy in his own handwriting, with corrections made on the sug- 
gestion of M. de Malesherbes. 



I appeared without a murmur in the presence of your 
tribunal, and have answered all your questions with candour and 
simplicity. I have made no reflection whatever on the nature of 



To the Deputies of the Convention. 



Gentlemen, 



January 17, 1793. 
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many of those questions, because ' I considered them all, in like 
degree, fitted to draw forth proofs of my integrity and inno- 
cence ; and because, in whatever manner the interrogatory was 
framed, I did not conceive that I could possibly be degraded by 
any explanations into which I might enter with those whom the 
French people have chosen to represent them. 

I have not availed myself of those eternal maxims which are 
embodied in the law of nations — I have not availed myself of 
those observations which have been published by many, even 
among yourselves, for the purpose of throwing any doubt upon 
your competency, or of claiming in my favour a compliance with 
those forms which constitute the indispensable basis of every 
system of jurisprudence— forms by which alone the weak can be 
protected — forms by which alone it can be proved, or by which 
it may at least be rendered probable, that a judgment has been 
dictated only by deep conviction, and that a sentence is in reality, 
a desire of justice, and not a mere disguise which violence as- 
sumes. It was, however, very clear that a compliance with those 
forms, which are matters of such importance in all common 
causes, was in the present instance more than ever necessary. 
Those forms have been invented only as a barrier to the excesses 
of power and passions : and is it not evident that the trial, in 
which you have just delivered judgment, could only have been 
brought on by extraordinary circumstances, which, overthrowing 
the ideas and institutions of many ages, and causing all things 
to be begun anew, have necessarily called into activity all the 
passions of the human heart ? 

To justify the neglect of due formalities, it has been argued 
that in this and every other matter you only act as delegates of 
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the people — that it is the people who have judged me, and that 
you have but pronounced their judgment. 

1 desire to admit, without dispute, these reasonings ; and I 
believe that when you declared me to be deserving of death, 
you thought that you were only, in effect, pronouncing the 
opinion of the people ; but I maintain that in this you have de- 
ceived yourselves— that the opinion of the people is not such as 
you suppose. The same reasons which demanded in this matter 
the most rigid observance of judicial forms, undoubtedly do not 
permit that the first tribunal should judge without appeal. To 
whom shall I appeal from the judgment of the delegates of the 
people who pass sentence in their name ? — To the people whose 
delegates you are ! 

Gentlemen, to the people I appeal ! — to that people whose sove- 
reignty I have already acknowledged by accepting the Consti- 
tution ! I demand that their advice be taken : I demand per- 
mission to discuss with them in writing the articles of impeachment 
which you have exhibited against me: I demand that at a 
period, to be fixed on by yourselves, all French citizens collected 
in primary assemblies should confirm or annul your sentence by 
a simple yes or no. I also demand that their votes should be 
protected by the secrecy of the ballot ; for, if not so protected, 
it were mockery to pretend that their votes could possibly be 
free. I repeat it, I appeal to the people from the judgment 
which you have delivered in their name ! 

It is not a wish to lengthen days, now most unhappy, which 
induces me to take this step ; though I might not be insensible 
to the pleasure of showing to the French, in the retirement of a 
private life, that a throne has not corrupted me to such an 
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extent as some have endeavoured to persuade them ; but I think 
that, to say nothing of eternal justice which requires it, the 
honour of the nation, and your own, are concerned in the suc- 
cess of this appeal. Then only will the nation, yourselves, and 
all the world, as well as posterity, be able to know with cer- 
tainty, whether it is true that the French desired the death of one 
who was their king, and who may often have been in error, but 
who has never wished for anything but the happiness of his 
fellow-citizens ;— of one who, very far from deserving the im- 
putation of sinister projects and sanguinary orders, would not 
perhaps have been reduced to the state in which he finds him- 
self, if he had not altogether abhorred the shedding of human 
blood. 

In a word, I think, gentlemen, that the refusal of so just and 
so simple a demand might fill others with more doubts than I 
myself can entertain of the impartiality of your judgment. 

Signed, &c. Sec. 

On a letter of this description all comment would be super- 
fluous. It conveys in firm and energetic language the sentiments 
of a truly great and elevated mind. 

The imprudence of disinterested virtue had, however, exposed 
the poet to great risk, and he was induced about the year 1793 
to leave Paris, and to withdraw in the first place to Rouen, 
and afterwards to Versailles. He remained in retirement at the 
latter place, till an act of chivalrous generosity unfortunately 
drew him from his retreat. Having heard that M. de Pastoret, 
one of his friends, had recently been arrested at Passy, he at 
once set out to offer to the family his tribute of sympathy and 
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consolation. All persons who were found in the house which 
his friend had occupied were held " suspected/' and the poet 
was with them arrested and sent to prison. 

In the prison of St. Laura, in which he was then confined, he 
composed the ode entitled ' La Jeune Captive.' The name of 
the lady who formed the subject of that ode was Mademoiselle 
de Coigny. 

On the evening which preceded the day of the poet's trial, his 
father endeavoured to inspire him with confidence, by speaking 
of his talents and his virtues. " Alas 1" replied he, " M. de 
Malesherbes too was virtuous." 

He was led to the scaffold on the 7th of Thermidor,* — two 
days before that day which brought deliverance to France, and 
which would have burst his bonds asunder. ** You too ! " ex- 
claimed Boucher, who was executed with him, "must you, too, 
die; you, virtuous young man! whose life but now seemed 
bright with hope and genius ! " "I have not done anything for 
posterity," replied the poet ; " and yet," he added, striking his 
forehead with his hand, " and yet, methinks, there was a some- 
thing there." 

* * • * * * 

So died Andre Chenier— some say, before his time ! Can he 
be said to have perished prematurely whose name recalls nothing 
but bright associations of poetry and manly virtue ? 

" Whom the Gods love, die young." 

Probably but few could read, without emotion, the estimate 
which he himself had formed of his own character, in a fragment 
* The 7th of Thermidor, year II. (July 25, 1794). 
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which was found among his manuscripts after his death. ' It is 
indeed the effort of a vigorous and healthy mind, and breathes 
the pure spirit of that lofty civil courage which will not 
stoop to purchase even life itself by any base compliance or 
unworthy compromise. The following is a translation of the 
fragment : — 

He is weary of participating in the shame of this vast crowd, 
which in secret abhors as much as he does, but which approves 
and encourages, at all events by its silence, men who are atro- 
cious, and actions which are abominable. Life is not worth 
purchasing at so infamous a price ! 

When platforms, when taverns, and the purlieus of debauchery 
are pouring forth legislators, magistrates, and generals — all 
of them emerging from the mire for the pretended salvation 
of their country — he entertains for himself a somewhat different 
ambition, and believes that he will not deserve evil of his 
country, if he cause it to be said hereafter : " The country which 
then produced such prodigies of imbecility and baseness, pro- 
duced also a small number of men who did not abjure either 
their reason or their conscience. Though witnesses of the 
triumph of vice, they still remained the friends of virtue, and 
were not ashamed of being good and upright. In times of 
violence, they dared to speak of justice ; in times of madness, 
they had the courage to investigate ; in an age of hypocrisy the 
most abject, they scorned to pretend that they were criminals, 
in order to purchase tranquillity for themselves at the expense 
of innocence oppressed. They did not conceal their hatred of 
executioners who heaped favours on their friends, as well as 
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punishment on their enemies — without any scruple — for it cost 
them but a few crimes more ! " 

A person named A. C. was one of the five or six whom 
neither the general frenzy, cupidity, nor fear, could induce to 
bend the knee before assassins wearing crowns, to touch hands 
soiled with murder, or be present at a banquet — where the 
beverage was human blood. 



The works of Andr£ Chenier were published for the first time 
in 1819, twenty-six years after his death. Those who desire to 
know more of him and his writings may refer to the biographical 
sketch of him by M. de Latouche, prefixed to the Paris edition of 
his Poems, and to the notices by Chateaubriand, Villemain, and 
others, which are given in the same volume. 




L' HOMME. 

A LOfiD BYRON. 



Toi, dont le monde encore ignore le vrai nom, 
Esprit mysterieux, mortel, ange, ou demon, 
Qui que tu sois, Byron, bon ou fatal genie, 
J'aime de tea concerts la sauvage harmonie, 
Comme j'aime le bruit de la foudre et des vents 
Se melant dans l'orage a la voix des torrents ! 
La nuit est ton sejour, l'horreur est ton domaine : 
L'aigle, roi des deserts, dedaigne ainsi la plaine ; 
II ne veut, comme toi, que des rocs escarpes 
Que rhiver a blanchis, que la foudre a frappes ; 
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A POEM ADDRESSED TO LORD BYRON. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF LAMARTINE. 



" De fegaler jamais je n'ai pas l'esperanee." 

Alfred de Musset —Lettre d AT. d* Lamcuriine. 



Mysterious being, darkly and in part 
Reveal'd to earth-r-Byron, whate'er thou art, 
Man, demon, angel,- genius good or ill, 
Thy numbers, wild my soul with raptures fill ; 
Like thunder's voice, or furious blasts that pour 
Tumultuous echoes to the torrent's roar. 
Night is thy dwelling, Horror thy domain,* 
Like thee the indignant eagle scorns the plain. 
Soars to the rocks which lift their crags to heaven, 
By winter blanch'd, and by the thunder riven, 

H 
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Des rivages couverts des debris du naufrage, 
Ou des champs tout noircis des restes du carnage ; 
Et tandis que Toiseau qui chante ses douleurs, 
Batit au bord des eaux son nid parmi les fleurs, 
Lui, des sommets d'Athos franchit rhorrible cime, 
Suspend aux flancs des monts son aire sur l'abime, 
Et la, seul, entoure de membres palpitants, 
De rochers d'un sang noir sans cesse degouttants, 
Trouvant sa volupte dans les cris de sa proie, 
Berce par la tempete, il s'endort dans sa joie. 



Et toi, Byron, semblable a ce brigand des airs, 

Les cris du desespoir sont tes plus doux concerts. 

Le mal est ton spectacle, et Thomme est ta victime. 

Ton ceil, comme Satan, a mesur6 Tabime, 

Et ton ame, y plongeant loin du jour et de Dieu, 

A dit a Tesperance un eternel adieu ! 

Comme lui, maintenant, regnant dans les tenebres : 

Ton genie invincible eclate en chants funebres ; 

II triomphe, et ta voix, sur un mode infernal, 

Chante Thymne de gloire au sombre dieu du mal. 
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Or seeks the wreck that strews the billowy shore, 
Or fields that slaughter stains with black'ning gore ; 
And, while the bird, which sings its grief to rest, 
On flowery margin builds its tranquil nest, 
He to the horrid Athos mounts on high, 
And hangs o'er dark abyss his aery. 
Alone, 'mid limbs that tremble still with life 
And beetling crags with blood and carnage rife, 
Cheer'd by the victim's cries that round him sweep, 
And rock'd by storms, he sinks in savage sleep. 

Like art thou to this brigand of the air — 

The strains thou lov'st are waitings of despair ; 

111 is thy spectacle, thy victim man ; — 

Thou, like the fiend, hast dar'd the abyss to scan, 

And, far from scenes where light and Godhead dwell, 

Hast bid to hope eternally farewell. 

Thron d like that fiend, in realms where darkness reigns, 

Thy conquering genius breaks in funeral strains, 

And thy wild voice with demon's triumph still 

Pours hymns of glory to the god of ill. 

h 2 
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Mais que sert de lutter contre sa destin^e ? 
Que peut contre le sort la raison mutinee ? 
Elle n'a comme Vasal qu'un etroit horizon, 
Ne porte pas plus loin tes yeux ni ta raison : 
Hors de la tout nous fuit, tout s'eteint, tout seffece ; 
Dans ce cercle borne Dieu t'a marque ta place, 
Comment ? pourquoi ? qui sait ? De ses puissantes mains 
H a laisse tomber le monde et les humains, 
Comme il a dans nos champs repandu la poussiere, 
Ou seme dans les airs la nuit et la lumiere ; 
II le sait, il suffit : l'univers est a lui, 
Et nous n'avons a nous que le jour d'aujourd'hui ! 
Notre crime est d'etre homme et de vouloir connoitre : 
Ignorer et servir, c'est la loi de notre etre. 
Byron, ce mot est dur : long-temps j'en ai doute ; 
Mais pourquoi reculer devant la verite? 
Ton titre devant Dieu c'est d'etre son ouvrage ! 
De sentir, d'adorer ton divin esclavage, — 
Dans Tordre universel, faible atome emporte, 
D'unir a ses desseins ta libre volonte, — 
D'avoir ete congu par son intelligence, — 
De le glorifier par ta seule existence, — 
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But what can strife 'gainst destiny avail ? 

Shall rebel reason over Heav'n prevail ? 

Let not thy looks beyond the horizon pry 

Which bounds alike the reason and the eye ; 

What dwells beyond, thy genius fathoms not : 

Within small limits God hath fix'd thy lot, 

We know not how, nor why. His mighty mind 

Without an effort man and worlds design'd, 

E'en as he strew'd the dust upon the plain, 

Or bade in air the light and darkness reign. 

Enough ! he knows ; the world is his, his pow'r 

Leaves nought to man beyond the present hour. 

Our crime it is that, men, we wish to know 

More than Omnipotence reveals below. 

Byron ! in ignorance to serve, and draw 

The breath he gave us, is our being's law. 

Hard fate ! though doubts upon our souls may press, 

Why shrink from truths which all must needs confess ? 

To be God's work, to feel and to adore 

Thy heavenly servitude, — what wouldst thou more, 

Weak atom ? In the order of the whole 

To mould the freedom of thy will and soul 
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Voila, voila ton sort ! Ah ! loin de Faccuser, 
Baise plutot le joug que tu voulois briser, 
Descends du rang des dieux qu'usurpoit ton audace ; 
Tout est bien, tout est bon, tout est grand a sa place ; 
Aux regards de celui qui fit Pimmensite, 
L'insecte vaut un monde : ils ont autant coute ! 



Mais cette loi, dis-tu, revolte ta justice ; 
Elle n'est a tes yeux qu'un bizarre caprice, 
Un piege ou la raison trebuche a chaque pas. 
Confessons-la, Byron, et ne la jugeons pas ! 
Comme toi, ma raison en tenebres abonde, 
Et ce n'est pas a moi de t'expliquer le monde. 
Que celui qui Tafait t'explique l'univers ! 
Plus je sonde Tabime, helas ! plus je m'y perds. 
Ici-bas, la douleur a la douleur s'enchaine, 
Le jour succede au jour, et la peine a la peine. 
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To his great plans, — to feel thou wast designed 

The high conception of his ruling mind, — 

By thy existence him to glorify, — 

Offspring of earth, behold thy destiny ! 

Repinings vain thy lot more grievous make, 

Then rather kiss the yoke which thou wouldst break ; 

Aspire not to usurp a god's estate — 

All in its sphere is right, and good, and great ; 

Alike to him who boundless space could frame 

An insect and a world, — they cost the same. 

This law, thou say'st, offends thy sense of right, 
Byron, and seems capricious in thy sight, 
As 'twere a snare for reason laid : then best 
It be by us not question'd, but confess'd. 
Like thee, I find my reason dark and vain ; 
Should I creation's mighty work explain ? 
Take of the world, and all that in it lives, 
Such explanation as its Author gives ; 
The more I strive its hidden depths to know, 
The more confus'd and lost my reasonings grow. 
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Borne dans sa nature, infini dans ses voeux, 
L'homme est undieu tombe qui se souvient des cieux; 
Soit que desherite de son antique gloire, 
De ses destins perdus il garde la memoire ; 
Soit que de ses desirs I'immense profondeur 
Lui presage de loin sa future grandeur, 
Imparfait ou dechu, l'homme est le grand mystere. 
Dans la prison des sens enchaine sur la terre, 
Esclave, il sent un coeur ne pour la liberie ; 
Malheureux, il aspire a la felicite ; 
II veut sonder le monde, et son ceil est debile ; 
II veut aimer toujours, ce qu'il aime est fragile ! 
Tout mortel est semblable a Texile d'Eden : 
Lorsque Dieu Teut banni du celeste jardin, 
Mesurant d'un regard les fatales limites, 
II s'assit en pleurant aux portes interdites. 
H entendit de loin dans le divin sejour 
L'harmonieux soupir de Teternel amour, 
Les accents du bonheur, les saints concerts des anges 
Qui, dans le sein de Dieu, celebroient ses louanges, 
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Grief links with grief in one perpetual chain, 

And day succeeds to day, and pain to pain. 

With finite nature, infinite desires, 

Fall'n man, remembering Heav'n, to Heav'n aspires. 

Whether it be that, reft of glory's boast, 

His memory fondly clings to glory lost ; 

Or that the inextinguishable fire 

Of his undying, limitless desire 

Reveals a great though future destiny ; 

Fall'n or imperfect, man, whiche'er he be, 

Must still the one great mystery remain. 

A slave, imprison'd in the senses' chain, 

He glows with liberty's innate desires ; 

Unhappy, still to happiness aspires ; 

Would scan the world, — yet there his eye must fail ; — 

Would ever love, — yet what he loves is frail ! 

Man is like Eden's exile, who, when sent 

From that fair garden into banishment, 

Sat, bath'd in tears, at the forbidden gate, 

With eye still fix'd on bounds assign'd by fate. 

He heard, far off, within the heavenly grove, 

Harmonious whispers of eternal love, 

h3 
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Et, s'arrachant du del dans un penible effort, 
Son oeil avec effroi retomba sur son sort. 



Malheur a qui du fond de 1'exil de la vie 
Entendit ces concerts d'un monde qu'il envie ! 
Du nectar ideal sitot qu'elle a goute, 
La nature repugne a la realite : 
Dans le sein du possible en songe elle s'elance ; 
Le reel est etroit, le possible est immense ; 
L ame avec ses desirs s'y batit un sejour, 
Ou Ton puise a jamais la science et Tamour ; 
Ou, dans des oceans de beaute, de lumiere, 
LTiomme, altere toujours, toujours se desaltere ; 
Et de songes si beaux enivrant son sommeil, 
Ne se reconnoit plus au moment du reveil. 

Helas ! tel fut ton sort, telle est ma destinee. 
J'ai vide comme toi la coupe empoisonnee ; 



Digitized by Google 



MAN. 



156 



Accents of joy, and praise, and holy song, 
Which, in God's bosom, angel choirs prolong ; 
Then, struggling as he turn'd from Heaven, his eye 
RecoiPd with horror on his destiny. 

Unhappy they who, 'mid life's exile, hear 

Strains from a world to Faith and Fancy dear ! 

Since he who once hath quaff 'd its nectar pure 

Can scarce life's dull realities endure ; 

For golden dreams, he quits the world of sense ; 

What is, is small ; the possible, immense : 

In that bright land, where Love and Science meet, 

The soul with its desires finds sojourn sweet ; 

Slakes in the floods of living light that burst 

Upon its course, the soon recurring thirst, 

And wakes, from dreams and visions hurrying by, 

To doubt awhile its own identity. 

A lot like thine hath Heav'n to me ordain'd, 
I to its dregs the poison' d cup have drain' d ; 
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Mes yeux, comme les tiens, sans voir se sont ouverts ; 

J'ai cherche vainement le mot de l'univers. 

tTai demande sa cause a toute la nature, 

J'ai demande sa fin a toute creature ; 

Dans l'abime sans fond mon regard a plonge ; 

De 1'atome au soleil, j'ai tout interroge ; 

J'ai devance les temps, j'ai remonte les ages ; 

Tantot passant les mers pour ecouter les sages : 

Mais le monde a l'orgueil est un livre ferme ! 

Tantot pour deviner le monde inanime, 

Fuyant avec mon ame au sein de la nature, 

J'ai cru trouver un sens a cette langue obscure. 

J'etudiai la loi par qui roulent les cieux ; 

Dans leurs brillants deserts Newton guida mes yeux ; 

Des empires detruits je meditai la cendre ; 

Dans ses sacres tombeaux Rome m'a vu descendre ; 

Des manes les plus saints troublant le froid repos, 

J'ai pese dans mes mains la cendre des heros ; 

J'allois redemander a leur vaine poussiere 

Cette immortalite que tout mortel espere ! 

Que dis-je ? suspendu sur le lit des mourants, 

Mes regards la cherchoient dans des yeux expirants, 
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I too have eyes like thine, but cannot see, 

Nor penetrate the world's great mystery. 

Of Nature's wondrous whole I 've ask'd its cause — 

Of all created things, their end and laws ; 

I 've plung'd unshrinking in the abyss profound, 

From sun to atom question'd all around ; 

Have outstripp'd Time, retrac'd each bygone year, 

And travers'd ocean, Wisdom's voice to hear : 

Bat the dark volume mocks the pride of man ! 

At times I 've sought with curious eye to scan 

The world of matter, and at Nature's shrine 

Have seem'd her hidden meaning to divine. 

With Newton's light illumining my way, 

I 've sought the laws which heav'nly orbs obey ; 

I 've mus'd on empires now in ashes laid, 

And ancient Rome's time-honour'd tombs survey'd ; 

I 've startled manes from their icy rest, 

Weigh'd heroes' dust, which in my hands I press'd, 

And sought some token, 'mid their ashes vain, 

Of that immortal life which all would gain. 

I 've sought it too where dying sufferers lay, 

In eyes just closing to the light of day ; 
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Sur ces sommets noircis par d'eternels nuages, 
Sur ces flots sillonnes par d'eternels orages, 
«Tappelois, je bravois le choc des elements ; 
Semblable a la Sibylle en ses emportements, 
J'ai era que la nature, en ces rares spectacles, 
Laissoit tomber pour nous quelqu'un de ses oracles ; 
«Faimois a m'enfoncer dans ces sombres horreurs ; 
Mais en vain dans son calme, en vain dans ses fureurs, 
Cherchantce grand secret sans pouvoir le surprendre, 
J'ai vu par-tout un Dieu sans jamais le comprendre. 
J'ai vu le bien, le mal, sans choix et sans dessein, 
Tomber comme au hasard, echappes de son sein ; 
J'ai vu par-tout le mal ou le mieux pouvoit etre, 
Et je l'ai blaspheme, ne pouvant le connoitre ; 
Mais ma voix, se brisant contre ce ciel d'airain, 
N'a pas meme eu 1'honneur d'irriter le destin. 

Mais un jour que, plonge dans ma propre infortune, 
J'avois lasse le ciel d'une plainte importune, 
Une clarte d'en haut dans mon sein descendit, 
Me tenta de benir ce que j'avois maudit, 
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On black'ning crags, which ceaseless clouds deform, 

On waters furrow'd by continual storm, 

I've call'd and brav'd the elemental strife ; 

Like Sibyl, kindling with prophetic life, 

I 've sought from Nature in her wilder hour 

Oracular revealings of her pow'r ; 

I Ve plung'd at times in Horror's dark domain ; 

Through Nature's calm and Nature's wrath, in vain 

I 've sought the secret which I ne'er could find, 

And seen, but grasp'd not, Omnipresent mind. 

Both good and ill appear'd, without design, 

To mingle, chancewise, in the scheme divine ; 

Evil I 've found, where good congenial seem'd, 

And what I understood not, I blasphem'd ; 

Yet nought could rebel blasphemy avail, 

It rous'd not Him whose pow'r it dar'd assail. 

At length, while, brooding o'er my hapless state, 
I wearied Heav'n with plaints importunate, 
A radiant vision, fresh from realms above, 
Chang'd words of evil into words of love, 
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Et cedant sans combattre au souffle qui m'inspire, 
L'hymne de la raison s'elancja de ma lyre. 

— " Gloire a toi, dans les temps et dans Teternite ! 
Eternelle raison, supreme volonte ! 
Toi, dont Timmensite reconnoit la presence ! 
Toi, dont chaque matin annonce Texistence ! 
Ton souffle createur s'est abaisse sur moi ; 
Celui qui n'etoit pas a paru devant toi ! 
tFaireconnu ta voix avant de me connoitre, 
Je me suis elance jusqu'aux portes de l'etre : 
Me voici ! le neant te salue en naissant ; 
Me voici ! mais que suis-je ? un atome pensant ! 
Qui peut entre nous deux mesurer la distance ? 
Moi, qui respire en toi ma rapide existence, — 
A Tinsu de moi-meme, a ton gre fa^onne, — 
Que me dois-tu, Seigneur, quand je ne suis pas ne ? 
Rien avant, rien apres : Gloire a la fin supreme : 
Qui tira tout de soi se doit tout a soi-meme ! 
Jouis, grand artisan, de roeuvre de tes mains : 
Je suis pour accomplir tes ordres souverains, 
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And, as I kindled with its sacred fire, 
The hymn of Reason left the poet's lyre. 

" Glory, through time and through eternity, 

Eternal Reason, Sovereign Will, to thee ! 

To thee, whose presence boundless realms disclose ! 

Thee, whose existence every morning shows ! 

What erst was not, creation's mandate heard, 

And leap'd to life at thy almighty word ! 

Ere taught myself to know, thy voice I knew, 

And at thy summons into being grew ; 

What erst was nothing, hails thee at its birth ; 

Behold me ! — what ? a thinking piece of earth. 

What mortal eye the boundless space shall scan 

Which severs thee, the Omnipotent, from man ? 

Man, who to thee and thy creative laws 

Owes e'en the breath his short existence draws. 

Unborn, I spring to being at thy call, 

Thou ow'st me nothing, and yet giv'st me all. 

Glory to thee ! the Omnipresent One, 

Who of himself made all things, owes to none. 
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Dispose, ordonne, agis ; dansles temps, dans l'espace, 
Marque-moi pour ta gloire et mon jour et ma place ; 
Mon etre, sans se plaindre, et sans t'interroger, 
De soi-meme en silence accourra s'y ranger, 
Comme ces globes d'or qui dans les champs du vide 
Suivent avec amour ton ombre qui les guide, 
Noye dans la lumiere, ou perdu dans la nuit, 
Je marcherai comme eux ou ton doigt me conduit ; 
Soit que, choisi par toi pour eclairer les mondes, 
Reflechissant sur eux les feux dont tu m'inondes, 
Je m'elance entoure d'esclaves radieux, 
Et franchisse d'un pas tout l'abime des cieux ; 
Soit que me releguant loin, bien loin de ta vue, 
Tu ne fasses de moi, creature inconnue, 
Qu'un atome oublie sur les bords du neant, 
Ou qu'un grain de poussiere emporte par le vent, 
Glorieux de mon sort, puisqu'il est ton ouvrage, 
J'irai, j'irai par-tout te rendre un meme hommage, 
Et d'un egal amour accomplissant ma loi, 
Jusqu'aux bords du neant murmurer : Gloire a toi I 



Digitized by Google 



MAN. 



163 



Behold ! thy servant waits but thy commands ; 

Use as thou wilt the creature of thy hands ; 

Dispose, act, order, and, in time and space, 

Fix for thy glory both my age and place ; 

I '11 fly with speed the dictates of thy will 

Without complaint or question to fulfil ; 

And as the starry host, with glittering train, 

Moves at thy bidding through Heaven's wide domain, 

My soul shall follow where thou show'st the way, 

Through shades profound, or floods of light and day ; 

Whether, ordain'd thy chosen instrument 

To pour on worlds the light which thou hast sent, 

With radiant satellites my course I bend, 

And at one step the abyss of Heav'n transcend ; 

Or whether, far from sight of Heav'n and thee, 

An unknown creature 'tis my doom to be, 

An atom vile on being's confines lost, 

Or grain of dust by winds and tempests toss'd ; 

Proud of my doom, as one thy hands have seal'd, 

Unvarying homage still to thee I '11 yield, 

With equal love my Maker's law fulfil, 

And e'en where being ends proclaim thy glory still ! 
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" Ni si haut, ni si bas ! simple enfant de la terre, 
Mon sort est un probleme, et ma fin un mystere ; 
Je ressemble, Seigneur, au globe de lanuit 
Qui, dans la route obscure oil ton doigt le conduit, 
Reflechit d'un cote les clartes eternelles, 
Et de 1'autre est plonge dans les ombres mortelles. 
L'homme est le point fatal oil les deux infinis 
Par la toute-puissance ont 6te reunis. 
A tout autre degre, moins malheureux peut-etre, 
J'eusse ete. • .mais je suis ce que je devoid etre, 
J'adore sans la voir ta supreme raison, 
Gloire a toi qui m'as fait ! Ce que tu fais est bon ! 



— " Cependant, accable sous le poids de ma chaine, 
Du neant au tombeau Tadversite m'entraine ; 
Je marche dans la nuit par un chemin mauvais, 
Ignorant d'ou je viens, incertain oii je vais, 
Et je rappelle en vain ma jeunesse ecoulee, 
Comme l'eau du torrent dans sa source troublee. 
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" Poor child of earth, so high or low to be 

Is not the state which Heav'n hath fix'd for thee ! 

A problem still our destiny remains, 

And o'er its end unfathom'd mystery reigns ; 

Like am I, Lord, to yon pale orb of night, 

Which, as through paths obscure thou guid'st it right, . 

Now turns to climes where endless light abounds, 

And now to realms which gloomiest shade surrounds. 

In man, 'twould seem, Omnipotence unites, 

As in a destin'd point, two infinites. 

Another state, perchance, less care had brought, — 

Enough ! my fate is one thy hands have wrought ; 

Thy reason I adore, though veil'd from sight, 

Glory to thee ! whate'er thou dost is right 

" Still, as I bend beneath my fetters' load, 

From birth to death misfortune marks my road ; 
'Mid thickest night o'er rugged paths I go, 
But whence, or whither, that I may not know. 
In vain would I recall youth's vanish'd force, 
'Twas like the torrent, troubled at its source. 
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Gloire a toi ! Le malheur en naissant ma choisi ; - 
Comme un jouet vivant ta droite m'a saisi ; 
J'ai mange dans les pleurs le pain de ma misere, 
Et tu m'as abreuve des eaux de ta colere. 
Gloire a toi ! j'ai crie — tu n'as pas repondu ; 
J'ai jete sur la terre un regard confondu. 
T ai cherche dans le ciel le jour de ta justice ; 
II s'est leve, Seigneur : et c'est pour mon supplice. 
Gloire a toi ! L'innocence est coupable a tes yeux : 
Un seul etre, du moins, me restoit sous les cieux ; 
Toi-meme de nos jours avois mele la trame, 
Sa vie etoit ma vie, et son ame mon ame ; 
Comme im fruit encor vert du rameau detache, 
Je Fai vu de mon sein avant l'age arracbe ! 
Ce coup, que tu voulois me rendre plus terrible, 
La frappa lentement pour m'etre plus sensible ; 
Dans ses traits expirants, oil je lisois mon sort, 
J'ai vu hitter ensemble et Pamour et la mort ; 
J'ai vu dans ses regards la flamme de la vie, 
Sous la main du trepas par degres assoupie, 
Se ranimer encore au souffle de l'amour ! 
Je disois chaque jour : Soleil ! encore un jour ! 
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Glory to thee ! misfortune mark'd my birth ; 
The sport of Heav'n I seem'd to walk on earth ; 
Thou gav'st me sorrow's bread, and on my path 
Didst pour, O Lord, the vials of thy wrath. 
Glory to thee ! I cried — thou answeredst not ; 
I shrunk dismay'd, confounded at my lot 
Thy day of justice, then, in Heav'n I sought — 
It rose, O Lord, with condemnation fraught. 
Glory to thee I e'en guileless innocence 
Appears as guilt to thy unsullied sense. 
One being yet was left me — one alone ; 
Together by thy hand our lives were thrown, 
And our two spirits into one had grown ; 
She from my arms was prematurely taken, 
As from its branch the unripe fruit is shaken. 
This blow, design'd to wound me to the core, 
Was slowly dealt, that I might feel it more ; 
In features where with death affection wag'd 
Unequal strife, I saw my doom presag'd ; 
I saw in her last looks life's sacred light, 
Which seem'd but now in death's embrace less bright, 
With love's warm breath burn brightly as before, 
Then fondly cried — O Heav'n ! one respite more ! 
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Semblable au criminel qui, plonge dans les ombres, 
Et descendu vivant dans les demeures sombres, 
Prfes du dernier flambeau qui doive l'eclairer, 
Se penche sur sa lampe et la voit expirer, 
Je voulois retenir Tame qui s'evapore ; 
Dans son dernier regard je la cherchois encore ! 
Ce soupir, 6 mon Dieu ! dans ton sein s'exhala ; 
Hors du monde avec lui mon espoir s'envola ! 
Pardonne au desespoir un moment de blaspheme, 
J'osai... Je me repens : Gloire au maitre supreme ! 
II fit l'eau pour couler, l'aquilon pour courir, 
Les soleils pour bruler, et l'homme pour soufirir ! 

— " Que j'ai bien accompli cette loi de mon etre ! 
La nature insensible obeit sans connoitre ; 
Moi seul, te decouvrant sous la necessite, 
J'immole avec amour ma propre volonte ; 
Moi seul, je t'obeis avec intelligence ; 
Moi seul, je me complais dans cette obeissance ; 
Je jouis de remplir, en tout temps, en tout lieu, 
La loi de ma nature et l'ordre de mon Dieu, 
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E'en as the captive, 'mid the dungeon's gloom 

And the dark horrors of his living tomb, 

Near the last torch that e'er shall blaze for him, 

Hangs o'er its light and sees the flame grow dim, 

I watch'd to seize her spirit as it parted, 

And in her latest look still sought it broken-hearted I 

The sigh, O God, to thy pure bosom sped, 

With which from earth my hope's last promise fled ! 

Pardon despair if then it dar'd blaspheme ! 

Repentant, I adore the Pow'r supreme 

Which made the waves to flow, the sun to burn, 

The winds to sweep, humanity to mourn. 

" Too well have I this law of life falfill'd ! 

Nature, unconscious, acts as thou hast will'd ; 

I only, looking up through fate to thee, 

Bring with delight a will, all thine, though free. 

Alone of all things an obedient mind 

I yield, and in obedience pleasure find ; 

Glad to fulfil, in every time and place, 

My being's law, the mandate of thy grace. 

i 
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Tadore en mes destins ta sagesse supreme, 
J'aime ta volonte dans mes supplices meme, 
Gloire a toi I Gloire a toi ! Frappe, aneantis-moi ! 
Ta n'entendras qu'un cri : Gloire a jamais a toi !" 

Ainsi ma voix monta vers la voute celeste : 
Je rendis gloire au ciel, et le ciel fit le reste. 
Fais silence, 6 ma lyre ! et toi, qui dans tes mains 
Tiens le coeur palpitant des sensibles humains, 
Byron, viens en tirer des torrents d'harmonie : 
C'est pour la verite que Dieu fit le genie. 
Jette un cri vers le ciel, 6 chantre des enfers ! 
Le ciel meme aux damnes enviera tes concerts ! 
Peut-etre qu'a ta voix, de la vivante flamme 
Un rayon descendra dans l'ombre de ton ame ; 
Peut-etre que ton cobut, emu de saints transports, 
S'apaisera soi-merae a tes propres accords, 
Et qu'un eclair d'en haut pergant ta nuit profonde, 
Tu verseras sur nous la clarte qui t'inonde. 

Ah ! si jamais ton luth, amolli par tes pleurs, 
Soupiroit sous tes doigts Thymne de tes douleurs, 
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Throughout my fate I read thy wisdom still, 
And e'en in punishment adore thy will : 
Glory to thee ! strike, crush me !.but in death 
Thy glory shall employ my latest breath !" 

Thus Reason's homage to Omniscience clos'd, 
I offer d glory, — Heaven's high will dispos'd. 
Be still, my lyre ! and thou, whose strains control 
Each quick vibration of the sentient soul, 
Byron, draw from it floods of harmony ! 
Genius was made Truth's minister to be. 
Lift, priest of darkness, lift to Heav'n thy song ; 
To Heav'n alone should strains like thine belong. 
Mov d by thy voice, some pure unearthly ray 
On thy soul's gloom might pour celestial day ; 
Or thy wild genius, with high transports fill'd, 
Might find repose from its own strains distill'd ; 
And, as its radiance pierc'd the shades of night, 
Burst on our hearts in floods of living light. 

Oh ! if, by tears subdued, thy lute should borrow 
From thy inspiring touch the hymn of sorrow ; 
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On si dii sein profond des ombres eternelles, 
Comme un ange tombe tu secouois tes ailes, 
Et prenant vers le jour un lumineux essor, 
Parmi les chceurs sacres tu t'essayois encor ; 
Jamais, jamais l'echo de la celeste voute, 
Jamais ces harpes d'or que Dieu lui-meme ecoute, 
Jamais des seraphins les choeurs melodieux 
De plus divins accords n'auroient ravi les cieux ! 
Courage ! enfant dechu d*une race divine, 
Tu portes sur ton front ta superbe origine ! 
Tout homme en te voyant reconnoit dans tes yeux 
Un rayon eclipse de la splendeur des cieux ! 
Roi des chants immortels, reconnois-toi toi-meme ! 
Laisse aux fils de la nuit le doute et le blaspheme ; 
Dedaigne un faux encens qu'on t'ofire de si bas, 
La gloire ne peul etre ou la vertu n'est pas. 
Viens reprendre ton rang, dans ta splendeur premiere, 
Parmi ces purs enfants de gloire et de lumiere 
Que d'un souffle choisi Dieu voulut animer, 
Et qu'il fit pour chanter, pour croire et pour aimer ! 
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Or if, resolv'd from night's dark shades to spring, 

Like some fall'n angel thou shouldst plume thy wing, 

And soaring upwards, with attendant fires, 

Sit once again among the heavenly choirs ; 

Ne'er would the breathings of celestial sphere, 

Or harps, which e'en the Godhead loves to hear, 

Or voices loud, which mingling seraphs raise, 

Have gladden'd Heav'n with nobler songs of praise. 

Courage ! fall'n scion of a race divine, 

High origin adorns that brow of thine ! 

None looketh on thee, but at once must own 

Those beams, though clouded, come from Heav'n alone. 

Lord of immortal verse, awake, arise ! 

To Night's dark brood leave doubt and blasphemies ! 

Spurn the false homage which Corruption brings ! 

From Virtue's soil alone true glory springs. 

Resume thy splendour, and assert thy right 

Amid that glorious progeny of light, 

Which, issuing from the breath of Heav'n above, 

Was sent on earth to sing, believe, and love t 
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Vois-tu comme le flot paisible 
Sur le rivage vient mourir ? 
Vois-tu le yolage zephyr 
Rider, d'nne haleine insensible, 
L'onde qu'il aime a parcourir ? 
Montons sur la barque legere 
Que ma main guide sans efforts, 
Et de ce golfe solitaire 
Rasons timidement les bords. 

Loin de nous deja fuit la rive : 
Tandis que d'une main craintive 
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See'st thou along the shelving shore 
The languid waves in ripples die, 
While fickle zephyrs, whisp'ring nigh, 

Dimple the seas they wander o'er 
Half imperceptibly ? 

In this light bark, which seems to glide 
Spontaneous o'er the slumb'ring sea, 

Let us along the peaceful tide 
Of this lone gulf move silently. 

Now, lessening in our rear, the land 
Retires, and while thy timorous hand 
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Tu tiens le docile aviron, 
Courbe sur la rame bruyante, 
Au sein de l'onde fremissante 
Je trace un rapide sillon. 

Dieu ! quelle fratcheur on respire ! 

Plonge dans le sein de Tethys, 

Le soleil a cede l'empire 

A la pale reine des nuits ; 

Le sein des fleurs demi-fermees 

S'ouvre, et des vapeurs embaumees 

En ce moment remplit les airs ; 

Et du soir la brise legere 

Des plus doux parfums de la terre 

A son tour embaume les mers. 

Quels chants sur ces flots retentissent ? 
Quels chants eclatent sur ces bords ? 
De ces deux concerts qui s'unissent 
L'echo prolonge les accords. 
N'osant se fier aux etoiles, 
Le pecheur, repliant ses voiles, 
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Still bids the helm obey, 
Bending upon the oar, I cleave 
Through waves, which soon behind we leave, 

The line that marks our way. 

Refreshing comes the breath of even 

From tranquil Thetis' waters green, 
And Phoebus yields the throne of Heaven 

To Night's pale queen. 
The bosom of each op'ning flower 
Exhales, at this enchanted hour, 

Its perfumes to the breeze ; 
And, in its course, the evening gale 
Bids earth's most favour'd sweets prevail 

Along the balmy seas. 

What strains are floating soft and clear 
O'er slumb'ring waves and moonlit shores, 

While Echo on the listening ear 

Their sweetly-mingling concord pours ? 

The fisherman, though stars are bright, 

Mistrusts, as wont, their treacherous light, 
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Salue en chantant sod sejour ; 
Tandis qu'une folle jeunesse 
Pousse au ciel des oris d'allegresse, 
Et fete son heureux retour. 

Mais deja l'ombre plus epaisse 
Tombe et brunit les vastes mere ; 
Le bord s'eflace, le bruit cesse, 
Le silence occupe les airs. * 
C'est l'beure oil la melancolie 
S'asseoit pensive et recueillie 
Aux bords silencieux des mers, 
Et, meditant sur les ruines, 
Contemple, au penchant des collines, 
Ce palais, ces temples deserts. 

O de la liberte vieille et sainte patrie ! 
Terre autrefois feconde en sublimes vertus I 
Sous d indignes C&ars maintenant asservie,* 
Ton empire est tombe ! tes heros ne sont plus ! 



• Ceoi etoit ferit en 1813. 
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And greets his home with song ; 
While children dear, whose young hearts burn 
To celebrate a sire's return, 

Give welcome loud and long. 

Now night hath veiTd the boundless deep, 

And circling shades have gathered round ; 
The shores are hid, the murmurs sleep. 

And rest prevails and calm profound. 
At this rapt hour, in thoughtful mood, 

Pale Melancholy loves to brood 

On shores where Silence reigns ; 
Or seeks, with meditative eyes, 
On gently-slop'd acclivities, 

Yon mould'ring towers and fanes. 

Fair Freedom's ancient, sacred home wast thou, 
Bright land, where loftiest virtue dwelt of yore ! 

•Unworthy Caesars trample on thee now, 
Thy throne is falPn, thy heroes are no more ! 



• This was written in 1818. 
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Mais dans ton sein l'ame agrandie 
Croit sur leurs monuments respirer leur genie ; 
Comme on respire encor, dans un temple aboli, 
La majeste du dieu dont il etoit rempli. 

Mais n'interrogeons pas vos cendres generalises, 
VieuxRomains! fiersCatons! manes des deux Brutus! 
Allons redemander aces murs abattus 
Des souvenirs plus doux, des ombres plus heureuses. 

Horace, dans ce frais sejour, 
Dans une retraite embellie 
Par les plaisirs et le genie, 
Fuyoit les pompes de la cour ; 
Properce y visitoit Cinthie, 
Et, sous les regards de Delie, 
Tibulle y moduloit les soupirs de l'amour. 

Plus loin, voici l'asile ou vint chanter le Tasse, 
Quand, victime a-la-fois du genie et du sort, 
Errant dans Tunivers, sans refuge et sans port, 
La pitie recueillit son illustre disgrace. 



Digitized by Google 



THE GULF OF BALE. 



181 



Yet still with kindling fire our souls expand 
Where now the past's sepulchral trophies stand ; 
E'en as we seem to catch from ruin'd fane 
The spirit of the God that there was wont to reign. 

From thoughts which oft your noble dust renews, 
Twin Brutuses, proud Catos, Romans old ! 
Turn we, amid these ruins to unfold 

Shadows and memories of brighter hues. 

Far from courts, in this retreat 

To repose and genius dear, 

Horace tasted bliss sincere : 
Here Propertius lov'd to meet 

Cynthia ; and Tibullus wreath'd 

Melodies which passion breath'd, 
To lay them at the gentle Delia's feet 

Beyond us lies the memory-hallow'd spot 
Where he, whose ruin Fate and Genius wrought, 
Tasso, with wandering steps, the refuge sought 

Which pity gave to exile's honour'd lot. 
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Non loin des memes bords, plus tard il vint mourir. 
La gloire l'appeloit, il arrive, il succombe : 
La palme qui l'attend devant lui semble fuir, 
Et son laurier tardif n'ombrage que sa tombe, 

Colline de Baya ! poetique sejour ! 

Voluptueux vallon, qu'habita tour-a-tour 

Tout ce qui fut grand dans le monde, 

Tu ne retentis plus de gloire ni d'amour. 
Pas une voix qui me reponde, 
Que le bruit plaintif de cette onde, 

Ou l'echo reveille des debris d'alentour ! 



Ainsi tout change, ainsi tout passe ; 
Ainsi nous-memes nous passons, 
Helas ! sans laisser plus de trace 
Que cette barque ou nous glissons 
Sur cette mer ou tout s'efface. 
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He sought these shores in after years — to die ; — 
At glory's call he comes — then sinks in gloom ; 

Before him Fame's deceitful trophies fly, 
And tardy laurels wave but o'er his tomb. 

Thou classic height, where bards were wont to throng ! 

And thou, voluptuous vale, frequented long 
By all that Earth possess'd of great and brave ! 

Ye list no more to love or glory's song ! 
No voices greet me with soft answer, save 
The plaintive murmurs of yon rippling wave, 

Or echoes wak'd thy shatter'd fanes among ! 

Thus time rolls on, our hearts bereaving 

Of things most lov'd : we too decay, 
No more enduring impress leaving 

Than that which marks our course to-day 
Through waves which now our bark is cleaving. 
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Salut, bois couronnes d'un reste de verdure ! 
Feuillages jaunissants sur les gazons epars ! 
Salut, derniers beaux jours ! le deuil de la nature 
Convient a la douleur et plait a mes regards ! 

Je suis d'un pas reveur le sender solitaire, 
J'aime a revoir encor, pour la derniere fois, 
Ce soleil palissant, dont la foible lumiere 
Perce a peine a mes pieds l'obscurite des bois ! 
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Hail ! woods, whose ling'ring verdure Autumn spares, 
And yellow leaves upon the greensward thrown ! 

Hail ! last bright days ! the garb, which Nature wears, 
Bespeaks a grief harmonious with my own. 

I love, while musing on my lonely way, 
To gaze once more, 'mid well-known scenery, 

On yon pale glimmering sun, whose languid ray 
Scarce penetrates the grove's obscurity. 
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Oui, dans ces jours d'automne ou la nature expire, 
A ses regards voiles je trouve plus d'attraits, 
C'est l'adieu d'un ami, c'est le dernier sourire 
Des levres que la mort va fermer pour jamais I 

Ainsi pret & quitter l'horizon de la vie, 
Pleurant de mes longs jours l'espoir evanoui, 
Je me retourne encor, et d'un regard d'envie 
Je contemple ses biens dont je n'ai pas joui ! 

Terre, soleil, vallons, belle et douce nature, 
Je vous dois une larme aux bords de mon tombeau ! 
L'air est si parfume ! la lumiere est si pure ! 
Aux regards d'un mourant le soleil est si beau ! 

Je voudrais maintenant vider jusqu'a la lie 
Ce calioe mele de nectar et de fiel ! 
Au fond de cette coupe ou je buvois la vie, 
Peut-etre restoit-il une goutte de miel ! 
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I love the autumnal hours ; when Nature dies, 
Her shrouded looks have charms unknown before ; 

Like friend's farewell, or parting smile which flies 
O'er lips which death soon seals for evermore. 

Thus, on the verge of life's horizon, I 

Of long existence mourn the bright hopes fled ; 

And turn again with envious look, and sigh 
O'er gifts in vain around my pathway spread. 

Earth, sun, vales, — beauties which in Nature meet — 
I weep to quit you for the tomb's repose ! 

So pure the daylight seems, the air so sweet, 
The sun so bright to eyes that soon shall close ! 

To its last drop these feverish lips would drain 
The bowl, where nectar and where gall abound ; 

In life's deep cup some bliss may yet remain, 
And honey'd sweets amid its dregs be found. 
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Peut-etre l'avenir me gardoit-il encore 
Un retour de bonheur dont l'espoir est perdu ? 
Peut-etre dans la foule, une ame que j'ignore 
Auroit compris mon ame et m'auroit repondu ? 

La fleur tombe en livrant ses parfums au zephire ; . 
A la vie, au soleil, ce sont la ses adieux ; 
Moi, je meurs ; et mon ame, au moment quelle expire, 
S'exhale comme un son triste et melodieux. 
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Perchance within the future's gloom is set 
The now unhop'd-for light of joy's return, 

And some fond heart, to mine unknown as yet, 
May still with soft responsive passion burn. 

The wild flowers, as they fade, perfume the gale, 
And life and light with farewell odours greet ; 

And I too perish, and my soul exhale, 
Like dying sound, most sorrowful, most sweet 
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Ainsi, toujours pousses vers de nouveaux rivages, 
Dans la nuit eternelle emportes sans retour, 
Ne pourrons-nous jamais sur 1' ocean des ages 
Jeter l'ancre un seul jour ? 

O lac ! l'annee a peine a fini sa carriere, 
Et pres des flots cheris qu'elle devoit revoir, 
Regarde ! je viens seul m'asseoir sur cette pierre 
Ou tu la vis s'asseoir ! 
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Qui de now, Lamartine, et de notre jeunetae, 
Ne aait par cceur ce chant, dea amantg adore, 
Qu'nn aair aa bord d'un lac ta noas as aoupfre ? 

A. de Mu8S£T. — Lettre iM.de Lamartine. 



Thus hurried on through change of scene and clime, 
Borne to the realms of endless night away, 

Shall we not ever, on the flood of time, 
Cast anchor for a day ? 

Fair lake ! scarce yet a rolling year hath fled 
Since one sat near me on these fragments rude, 

Where now, 'mid paths she hop'd again to tread, 
I sit in solitude. 
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Tu mugissois ainsi sous ces roches profondes, 
Ainsi tu te brisois sur leurs flancs dechir& ; 
Ainsi le vent jetoit l'ecume de tes ondes 
Sur ses pieds adores. 

Un soir, t'en souvient-il ? nous voguions en silence ; 
On n'entendoit au loin, sur l'onde et sous les cieux, 
Que le bruit des rameurs qui frappoient en cadence 
Tes flots harmonieux. 

Tout-a-coup des accents inconnus a la terre 
Du rivage charme frapperent les echos ; 
Le flot fut attentif, et la voix qui m'est chere 
Laissa tomber ces mots : 

" O temps ! suspends ton vol ; et vous, heures propices, 

Suspendez votre cours ! 
Laissez-nous savourer les rapides delices 

Des plus beaux de nos jours ! 



Digitized by Google 



THE LAKE. 



193 



As now, thy murmurs fill'd these rocky caves ; 

As now, thysurge o'ertime-worn clifls was breaking; 
And playful winds the silver of thy waves 

O'er her lov'd feet were shaking. 

Rememberest thou the night when near thy shores 
We pass'd ? no sound disturb'd the sky or wave, 

Save when thy waters to our plashing oars 
Harmonious answer gave. 

There came a strain unknown to mortal ear, 
Thy slumb'ring echoes caught the tuneful spell, 

On listening waves, from one to me most dear, 
These gentle accents fell : 

" Suspend thy flight, O Time ! ye hours propitious, 
A little while your restless course delay ! 

That to life's joys, most fleeting yet delicious, 
Our souls may dedicate a longer day. 

K 
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" Assez de malheureux ici-bas vous implorent, 

Coulez, coulez pour eux ; 
Prenez avec leurs jours les soins qui les devorent : 

Oubliez les heureux. 

" Mais je demande en vain quelques moments encore, 

Le temps m'eckappe et fuit ; 
Je dis a cette nuit : Sois plus lente ; et l'aurore 

Va dissiper la nuit. 

" Aimons done, aimons done ! de Theure fugitive, 

Hatons-nous, jouissons ! 
L'homme n'a point de port, le temps n'a point de rive ; 

II coule, et nous passons !" 

Temps jaloux, se peut-il que ces moments d'ivresse, 
Ou l'amour a longs flots nous verse le bonheur, 
S'envolent loin de nous de la meme vitesse 
Que les jours du malheur ? 
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" Sad hearts enough invoke the lingering morrow, 
For them, for them, your arrowy race pursue ; 

Take from them their existence and their sorrow ; 
But pause while joyous hearts their joys renew. 



" Yet vainly pleads my soul for brief delay, 
Time still pursues his unrelenting flight ; 

I bid the night more slowly move, and day, 
E'en while I speak, dispels the shades of night. 



" Then love we, love we ! gilding brightly o'er 
With holy joys life's moments as they fly ! 

Man hath no harbour here, and time no shore ; 
Time flows, man passeth to eternity." 



O envious Time ! alas ! that hours, when love 
Brings joy more pure than words may e'er express, 

Should, in their transit, not less fleeting prove 
Than hours of wretchedness ! 

k 2 
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Et quoi ! n'en pourrons-nous fixer au moins la trace ? 
Quoi ! passes pour jamais ! quoi ! tout entiers perdus ! 
Ce temps qui les donna, ce temps qui les efface, 
Ne nous les rendra plus ! 

Eternite, neant, passe, sombres abimes, 
Que faites-vous des jours que vous engloutissez ? 
Parlez : nous rendrez-vous ces extases sublimes 
Que vous nous ravissez ? 

O lac ! rochers muets ! grottes ! foret obscure ! 
Vous, que le temps epargne ou qu il peut rajeunir, 
Gardez de cette nuit, gardez, belle nature, 
Au moins le souvenir ! 

Qu'il soit dans ton repos, qu'il soit dans tes orages, 
Beau lac, et dans l'aspect de tes riants coteaux, 
Et dans ces noirs sapins, et dans ces rocs sauvages 
Qui pendent sur tes eaux. 
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Those dreams of gladness — shall they leave no trace ? 

Are they too vanish 'd ? lost for evermore ? 
And Time which gave them, shall it but eflace, 

And shall it not restore ? 

Eternity, Past, Chaos, gulfs obscure — . 

The hours of which ye robb'd us — where are they ? 
Say, will ye ne'er bring back the transports pure 

Which ye have stol'n away ? 

Lake ! silent rocks ! grots ! woods of shadowy green ! 

Which time hath spar'd, or shall again renew ! 
Guard the remembrance of that night, fair scene, 

And let it live with you ! 

Live in the calm, and in the tempest's shocks, 
Fair lake, 'mid hills where now bright suns are shining, 

Live in those gloomy pines and unhewn rocks 
Now to thy breast inclining ! 
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Qu'il soit dans le zephyr qui fremit et qui passe, 
Dans les bruits de tes bords par tes bords repetes ; 
Dans l'astre au front d'argent, qui blanchit ta surface 
De ses molles clartes. 

Que le vent qui gemit, le roseau qui soupire, 
Que les parfums legers de ton air embaume, 
Que tout ce qu'on entend, Ton voit ou Ton respire, 
Tout dise : ils ont aime ! 
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Live in the gales that murmur as they go, 
Iji all the voices of thy echoing shore ; 

In stars which on thy waters, as they flow, 
Their soft effulgence pour ! 

Let winds that moan, and waving reeds that sigh, 
And balmy gales that haunt the perfum'd grove. 

Let all that meets the ear, the breath, the eye 
Tell of our earthly love I 



THE END. 
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